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h Lords and Gentlemen 
57744 ent ste 8 nee 5 ' ; 
Nſtead of the mercenary Expectations that attend Addreſſes: - 
of this nature, I humbly beg, that this may be received | 
as an Acknowledgment-for the Favours you have already 
conferd ; 1 have tranſgreſs'd the Rules of Dedication in 
; offering you any thing in that ſtyle, without firſt asking your 
leave: But the Entertaiument I found in Shropſhire commands me: * 
to be grateful, and that's all I intend. | 
Ts my good fortune to be order'd ſome time ago into the 
Place wh ich is made the Scene of this Comedy; las a perfect 
Stranger to every thing in Sulop but its Character of Loyalty, 
the Number of its Inhabitants, the Alacrity of 'the Centlemen in. 
Di E | A 2 recruit - 


1 Country's Ca: 


Te Epiſtle Delaney. 


recruiting the Army, with their generous and hoſpitable Recep- | 


tion of Strangers. 

This Character I. found ſo amply verify'd in every Particular, 
that yon made Recruiting, Which is the greateſt Fatigue upon 
Eartti to others, ts be tie gfeateſt Pleaſure in the World to me. 

The Kingdom cannot ſhew better Bodies of Men, better Incli- 
nations for the Service, more Generolity, more good Underſtand- 


ing, nor more politeneſs than is to be found at the Foot of 


| the Rekin, . 1 

Some little Turns of Humour that met with almoſt within the 

Shade of that famous Hill, gave the riſe to this Comedy; ard 

PEople were aporehenſive, that, by the Example of ſome others, 

I Would mak, > wrt 11 ke the expence Of the Country 
Gentlemem: B 

2 Libel; and that whilſt I held to Nature, no Perſon of any 
Character in your Country could ſuffer by being ex pos d. 1 
have drawn the Juſtice and the TR in their puris Naturalibas; 

the one an apprehenſive, ſturdy, brave Blockhead ; and the 

other a worthy, honeſt, y—_—_— Gentleman, hearty in his 


and Ken fa Underſtanding, as I could 
give him, ich I mu | conk 


r ſhort} of his own... 
wy hurgbly bad leave to intern 
tures of the Recruiting Officer upon the Stage. Mr Rich, who 


commands the Company for which thoſe Recruits were rais'd, 5 


has deſir d me to acquit him before the World of a Change wich 
he thinks lyes heavy upon him for acting this Play on N Ar. Dur- 


| Fey's Third-Night. * 


Be it known unto all Men by theſe Preſents, that it tas my AH + 


and Deed, or rather Mr. Darfey's, for he wou d play his Third 
Night againſt the Firſt of mine. He brought down a huge 


light of frightful Birds upon me, when (Heaven knows) 1 had 
not a Feather'd Fowl in my Play, except one ſingle Kite: But I 
pteſently made Plume à Bird, becauſe of his Name, and Brazen 
another, becauſe of the Feather in his Hat; and with theſe 


three [ engag d his whole Empire, which 1 think was as great 
a Wonder as any in the Sun. 


Bot to anſwer his Complaints more gravely, the Seaſon. bas 
far advanc'd ; the Officers that made the greateſt Figures in my 


Play were all commanded to their Poſts abroad, and waited only 


"wy 3 Ow which might 2 _ ia leſs time than a Day: 
N And 


forgot that I-was to write a Comedy, ndt 


Word or two of the Adven- 


The Epiſile Dedicatory. 


And I know none of Mr. Durfey's Birds that had Poſts abroad but 


his Woodcocks , and. their Seaſon is over ; ſo that he might put 
_off a Day with leſs Prejudice than the Recruiting C Acer cou'd, 
who has this farther to ſay for himſelf, that he was poſted be- 
fore the other ſpoke, and could not wich Credit recede from his 
Station. 
Theſe and ſome other Rubs this Comedy met with before it 
appear d. But on the other hand, it had powerful Helps to 
fer it forward: The Duke of Ormond encourag'd the Au- 
thor, and the Earl of Orrery approv'd the Play My Re- 
cruits were reviewed by my General and my Collonel, and cull 
not fail to paſs Muſter ; — ſtill to add to my Succels, they were 
rais d among my riends round the Rellin. 

This Health has the advantage over our other celebrated 
Toaſts, never to grow worſe for the wearing: Tis a laſting 
Beauty, old without Agr, and common without Scandal. That 
you may live lohg to {et it cheerfully round, and to enjoy the 
abundant Pleaſures of your fair and plentiful * 1s \ the 
ng Wiſh of, gr” | 


My Lords and Gentlemen, 3 
8 Your moſt Obliged, 
and moſt Obedient Servant, | 


1 


a Geo. Farquhar. 


s * 4 0 : ] 1 - Y \ 
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LOGE. 
N Antient Times, when Hellen? fatal Charms 
Raus d the contending Univerſe to Arms, 
The Grecian Council happily deputes 
The Sly Ulyſſes forth ——to raiſe Recruits. 
The Artful Captain found, without delay, FELL: Kh 
Where Great Achilles, a Deſerter, lay. 1 bots 
Hin Fate had warn'd to ſhun the Trojan Blows - 
Him Greece requir 4——againſt their Trojan Foes. 
AVI the Recruiting Arts were needful here | 
To raiſe this Great, this tim rous Volunteer. 0 2 
Ulyfles well could tall He ſtirs, he warns 2 


De warlike Youth He liſtens to the Charms 
O Plunder, fine Lac d Coats, and glitt ring Arms. 
Ulyſſes caught the Voung Aſpiring Boy, 

And mo him who wrought the Fate of Troy. 
J 


Thus by Recruiting was bold Hector ain: ' 
Recruiting thus Fair Hellen did regain. ES * 
F for One Hellen ſuch prodigious things | | 3 Ty 
Were adted, that they en liſted Kings 5 255 n 


1 for one Hellen's jartful vicious Charms . . 
F the tranſported World was found in Ars; ; | 
What for ſo Many Hellens may We dare, 
Whofe Minds, as well as Faces, are ſo Fair? 
- Ff, by One Hellen's Eyes, Old Greece cou d find 
K's Homer fir d to write En Homer Blind; 
The Britains ſure beyond compare may write, 


LES = -BRLOGEE 


- 


Drury Lane, and they ſhall be kindly entertain'd 


EPILOGWE 


n medy call'd the Recruiting Officer, let them repair to mor- 


* Ladies and Centlemen, that are willing to ſee the Co- 
row 1 by (fix a Clock to the Sign of the Theatre Royal in 


We ſcorn the vulgar Ways to bid you come, 
Mole Europe nom obeys the Call of Drum. 


be Soldier, not the Poet, here appears, 


And beats up for a Corp's of Volunteers : 
He finds that Muſick chiefly do's delight ye, 
And therefore chuſes Muſick to invite ye. = 
Beat the Granadeer March Row, row, tow—Gentlemen, this 
Piece of Muſick, call'd an Overture to a Battel, was compos'd by 
a famous Italian Maſter, and was perform'd with wonderful Suc- 
ceſs, at the great Opera'sof Vigo, Schellenberg, and Blenheim ; it came 
off with the Applauſe of all Europe, excepting France; the French 
found it a little too rough for their Delicateſſe. | 
Some that have aGed on thoſe glorious Stages, : 
Are here to witneſs to ſucceeding Ages, 
That no Muſick like the Granadeer's engages. 
Ladies, we muſt own that this Muſick of ours is not altogether ſo 
ſoft as Bonancint's, yet we dare affirm, that it has laid more People 


aſleep than all the'Camilla's in the World; and you'll condeſcend 


9 —— 


to own, that it keeps one awake, better than any Opera that ever 
„ ͤ A c 

The Granadeer March ſeems to be a Compoſure excellently 
adapted to the Genius of the Ezgliſo'3 for no Muſick was ever 
follow'd ſo far by us, nor with ſo-much Alacrity; and withiall 
Defference to the preſent Subſcription, we mult ſay that the Gra- 


nadeer March has been ſubſcrib'd for by the whole Grand Alliance; 


and we preſume to inform the Ladies, that it always has the Pre- 

eminence abroad, and is conſtantly heard by the talleſt, handſomeſt 

Men in the whole Army. In ſhort, to gratifie the preſent Taſte, 

our Author is now adapting ſome Words to the Granadeer March, 

which he intends to have perform'd to Morrow, if the Lady who 

is to ſing it ſhou d not happen to be ſick. 
Dis he concludes to be the ſureſt way 

To draw you hither, for you'll all obey : ; 

Soft Muyſick's Call, tho you ſhou'd damn his Play. a 

| 8 rama - 


% 
* — at; 
. 
A. 
U F 
1 — —— „**—— — 
0 — — 
9 — I” inn F ² A tt... 9 — — — —— „ — a — 
1 —_ i F4 3 * 
1 yay — _ — 
— — — — — — — 4 cd W— —_— W—_— 
oy Ls 


| Dramatis perſonæ 


M E N. 
R. Balance | | (Mr. Keen. 
| Mr. Scale, CThree halte, Ir. Phillips. 
Mr. Scruple, Mr. Kent. 
Mr. Worthy, a Gentleman of Shropſhire, Mr. Williams. 


5 f 
ee gro Recruiting N r wk 2 


Captain Brazen, 
Kite, Serjeant to Plume, Mr. Eftcourt. 


a Bullock, A Countrey Clown, | ; Mr. Bullock. 


D Pear-mujn, } * Recruits, $4554 1 2 k 


Tho. Apple-Tree, 


: WOMEN. 


-— 5 


| Melinde, 2 Lady of Fortune, Mis. Rog ers. 
Silvia, Daughter to Balance, in Love with Plume, Mrs. Olga. 4 
Lucy, Melinda's Maid, | Mrs. Sapsford. 
Roſe, a Countrey Wench, 11 15 | Mrs. An. 


Conſtable, Recruits, Mob, Servants and Atendants. hy 
SCENE, SHREWSBURY. 
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ATI SCENE 15 


8 CEN E, the Markgt-Place-—---- Drain beat 7 be 
Granadeer-Mardb. r - 


che kite, ft land by the Mob A Is 4 
Kite ohne 7 F an; Gentlemen, Soldiers, or others 1 
A Spetcb. mind to br: rve.her | lajelty: and palt 08 n is 


— Wy 17 


French King, if any Prencices have Heyer | 
ſtets, any. hildren have in tte ts; te 


> 978 IO y hal 


any 3 have too little Wages, or any Husba and _ 
Wife let them rep ol e, Noble Serjeant Kite, at 3 3 
the Raαν; in this, go own. of Shrewsburg, and "M311 


receive preſent R Nele tertainfnent —— 
age Drums here. to' ihſnare iuvbl- 


gie any Man; for you mult know, Gentlemen, that l am a Ma Pp 


| Of Honour: Beſides, 1, don't beat up for common Soldiers z n. 


I liſt only Granadeers, Granadeers, Gentlemen erna 0 1 
temen obſeryerhis.Cap——Tbis is the Cag of Honour, it dt 


2 Mau a Gentleman in tlie e raping ofa Tricker; and be that 
has the good For̃tuſe to be 
be a Great Man Sir, ¶ Io one of in e Vill you gtve me 


mn ſix Foot high, "Was born to 


ve to try this C upon your | 
"2M 1 —.— in't? ors 110 Cap 1 nos 
Lite, No, no, no marc than fan, gm, let. me ſee how 


abc 7. Rn Mob. 


| Aren = 


Tub of humming Ale 


The Remis Officer 


Mob. Are you ſure there be no Conjuration in it, no Gun: 
powder · plot upon me? 

Kite. No, no, Friend; don't fear, Man, 

Mob. My mind miſgives me p 7 me ſee it— [ Go- 
ing to put it on.] It ſmells woundily of Sweat and Erimſtone; 
pray, Serjeant, what Writing is this ack the Face of it? - T 

Serj. The Crown, or the Bed of Honour. 
that ſame Bed of "SIX: 


Mob. Pray now, what may 
Serj. O, a mighty large Bed, bigger by half than the great 
Bed of Ware, ten thouſand People may lie int together, and ne- 
ver feel one another 
Mob. My Wife and I wou'd do well to lie int, for we don't 
care for feeling one another But do Folk Deep ſound in this 
lame Bed of Honopr * 1 

Serj. Sound! Ay, fo found that they never Wale. 

Mob. Wauns ! I wiſh again that my Wife hy there. 

Serj. Say you ſo? Then I find Brother 
- Mob. Brother! Hold there Friend, Tm no Kindred to you 
that I know of, as yet —— Lookye Serjeant, no coaxing, no 
wheedling d ye {cc ; if T'bave a mind to liſt, why ſo ff not, 


why tis not o Heese take your Cap and your Brother- 


Hip back again, for I an' diſpos d at ** Preſeng Writing — 
No coaxing, no Brothering me, Faith. 

Kite. I co * $3 m above it. Sir, 1 have ſerv d 
try Campaigns Ion 1 mo k well, and 1 muſt own 
that you are a Nan every *. pretty young-ſpright- 
Ilove a F 990 ab a Spirit, but 1 ſebrñ £& coax, 
tho: T muſt fay, that never in my Life habe I" 


tis baſe; 


| beter nile Man: How firm and ſtrong ! be trends he ſteps like” — 


iſtle! But I ſcorn to whieedle any "Man——Coime;"boneſt | 

Lad will you take ſhare of a Pot? © loo. I 
| Mob. Nay, for that matter, IU ſpe nd my Petco the 

bet be that wears a Head, chat is, begging your Pardon Sir, 


and in a fair way. 531 boo? i 


Kite. Give me yout hand then, and now Gentlewenz4 have 


no more to ſay but this—Here's a Purſe of Gold, and there is a 
at my Quarters, tis the Queen's -Mbney, 


and the _ Dink ; SHES a generous Queen, und loves 
#2 OY Coli139% ber 


The Recruiting Officer. 3 
1 ber Sub jechs I hope, LA _ ef che Quiet 
v Healthy Vn O 277 00 An Hegel ä 
+ All Mob. No, no, no. 
; Lire. Huzza'then, hnzza for the Quay and the Honour of 
- | vn ſbire. | . be 
"36 11 Mob. kurza. 


ft | Kite. Beat Drum- 
7 [ Exennt, Dian beating the Gebeten Mord 


74 Re Plume in 4 Riding Habit. | 

W 1 Plume. By the Granadeer-March that ſhou'd be my Drum, 
1 and by that Shout it ſhou'd beat with Succeſs — Let me ſee— 
4 [Looks on his Mateb.] Four a Cock — at ten Yeſterday Mor- 
4 ning left Loudon —— A hundred and twenty Miles in thirty 
'$ Hours, is pretty aner riding, but nothing to the F Pen Re- 


cruiting. 
Bieter Kite. 
Kite. Welcome to f" Wor wear noble Captain, from the Banks 
of the Danube to the Severn ſide, noble Captain Jou e wel- 


come. 
Plume. A very elegant Reception indeed, Mr. Kite, [ find 


you are fairly enter'd into your Roeruting Strain —Pray what 


Succels ? 
Kite. I have 15 here but a Week, and L have recruited five, 


Plume. Five! Pray, What are they? \ 
Kite. I have liſted the ſtrong Man of Kent, the King of the 
Gypſies, a Scotch Pedlar, a Scoundrel AMOrney, and a Welſh 


man, Parſon. | 
Plume. An Amme l wer ' thou mad ? Liſt a Lawyer! | Dit 
charge him, diſcharge him this Minute. | 


Kite. Why Sir? | 
Plume. Becauſe I will have no Body in my Company that can 


writez a Fellow that can write, can draw Petitions—l ſay, this 


Minute diſcharge lim. 
Kite. And what ſhall I do with the Parſon > 


Plume. Can he write? 
2 Umh lle plays rarely upon the Fiddle. 


WI B 2 2 Plume. 


* 
_ #\ * - 


4 Tube Rocruitiug 7 Officer. 


Plate. Keop him by all means. But hom ſtands the Country 
to Town? oe 
Kite. Sir, the Mob are ſo pleas d with yaur, Honaus andthe 
Juſtices and better ſort of People are ſo delighted with me, that 
we ſhall ſoon do our Buſineſs—— But, Sir, yau ha ve _—_ a Re- 
cruit here that you little thiok of. | u 1624 u 
Plume. Whos) ß 
Kite. One that you beat up for lat time you were in the 
Country ; you remember your old Friend Molly at the Den 
Plume. She's not with Child, I hope. | 
Kite. No, no, Sir She was brought to Bed Yelterday. 
Plume. Kite, you muſt Father the Child. 
Kite. Humph-+=And fo ſo one Friends' will oblige me to/ marry 
the Mother... | 
Plume. If (he hou'd, we el take Vas with us, ſhe can waſh 
you know, and make a Bed upon cccaſion. 
Kite. Ay; or tinmake it upon eee bu N Honour 
knows that I'm marry d already. 
Pune. To how many? 
Nile. I can't tell readily — I have ſet them down N upon 
the back of the Maſter-Roll. ¶ Draws: out the Muſter- Roll.] Let 
me lce-—Imprimis, Mrs. Sheely Snickereyes, the ſells Potatoes upon 
Ormoncd- Key io Dublin Peg Guaxle, the Brandy Woman at 
the Horſe-Guard at Whireball Dolly Maggou, the Cartier's 
Haugbter in Hull — Madamoſeille Van-Bottomflat at the Buſs — 
| Then enn OA the Sbip- Carpenter s Widow at Portſpronth ; 
1 but J on't reckon upon her, for ſhe was marry d at the lame 
1 time to two Lieutenàuts of Marines, and «Man of Wan 
fl ſpwain. mmi eic mid sint 
Plume. A full Company, you Bak none dee -e, "make 
em half à Dozen, 8 the Child 4 BO or a Girl? 
Kite. & Chopping BGE yr e 


in mine; enter him a Granadeer by the Name of Francis Kite, 
abſent upon Furlom — I'll allow you a Mats: Pay for his Sabſi- 
ſtence, and now go comfort the Wench in the Stra w. 
Kite 1 ſhall, Sir. 1 


, + 1 . | g | Plume. 


affected? Were the oops pleas'd with the News of _ coming] 


Plume. Then fet the e, Gerl, in | your Liſt, - 1 the Boy 


_ — , 


The Recruiting Officer. 5 
* Plume. But hold, have you made any, Uſe, of your German 
Doctor's Habit ſince you arriy'd ? 


. J Kite. Yes, yes, Sic; and my Fame's all about the Country, 
—_-:* for the moſt famous Fortune-teller that ever told a Lye | was 
ö j oblig d to let my Landlord into the Secret for the Convenience 


of keeping it fo ; but he's an honeſt Fellow, and will be truſty 
to any Roguery that is confided to him: This Device, Sir, will 
get you Men, and me Money, which I think is all we want at 
preſent But yonder comes your Friend, Mr. Worthy Has 
your Honour any farther Commands? 

Plume. None at preſent [Exit Kite. ] tis indeed the picture 
of Worthy, but the Life's departed, | 

Enter Worthy. | | 

Plume. What! Arms a-croſs, Worthy /! Methinks you ſhou d 
bold em open when a Friend's fo — The Man has got 
the Vapours in his Ears I . I muſt expel this melancholy 


Spirit. | 
4 HSyleen, thou worſt of Fiends below, 
2 FT), I conjure thee by this Magick Blow. 
= [ Slaps Worthy on the Shoulder. 
Wor. Flume! My dear Captain, welcome, ſafe and found re- 
turnd l. = 
Plume. I "cap'd ſafe from Germany, and ſound I hope from 
London, you lee | have loſt neither Leg, Arm, nor Noſe. 
| Then for my inſide, tis neither troubled with Sympathies nor 
4 - Antipathies, and | have an excellent Stomach for roaſt Beef. 
I Mor. Thou art a happy Fellow, once I was ſo. _ 


= —_——- quakes in Wales, I hope? Has your Father roſe from the dead, 
E and reaſſum d his Eſtate? 

Wor. No. 

Plume. Then, you are marry'd ſurely. 

Wer. No. 

3 Plume. Then you are mad, or turning Quaker, ul 

4 or. Come, I muſt out with it — Your olice gay roving, 
| Friend is dwindled into an e Kea romantick, 
couſtant . | ; 


5 Plume. What ails thee, Man? No Inundations nor Earth- — 


5 N. Recruiting Offeer. 


Mor. For 4 Woman. ; 
Plume. Shake hands Brother, if you go to that Bebel 


me as obſequious, as thoughtful, and as conſtant a Coxcomb as 
Toon Worthip. | 
Mor. For whom? 


Plumè. Por a Regiment -But for a Woitiar: ueath, I hive 


been conſtant to fifreen at a time, but never melancholy for one; 
aud cau the Love of one bring you into this Pickle? Pray, who 


is this mitacuſous Hellen? 

Mor. A Hellen indeed, not to be won under a ten Year's 
Siege, as great a Beauty, and 38 — 7. > 

Plume. A Jilt! Pho-——ls ſhe as great a Whore? 


Vor. No, no. | 
Plume. Tis ten thouſand piries — But who is ſhed Do 'S 


| know her? 


Mor. Very well. A 

Plume. Impoſſible - I know no Woman that will hold out a 
ten Year's Siege. | 

Wor. What think you of Melinda? 

Plume. Melinda! Why ſhe began to capitulate this time 


Twelve- month, and offer d to ſurrender upon honourable Terms; 
and I advis d you to propoſe a Settlement of five hundred Pound 


a Year to her, before I went laſt abroad. 
Por. I did, and ſhe hearken'd to'r, deſiring only one Week to 


conſider when, beyond her Hopes, the Town was reliev'd, 
and I forc to turn my Siege into a Blockade. a 


Plume. Explain, explain. 
Wor. My Lady Richly her Aunt in Flintſhire dies, and leaves 


her at His critical time twenty thouſand Pound. 2 


Plume. Oh the Devil, what a delicate Woman was there: 
ſpoil'd ! But by the Rules of War now, Worthy, yout Blockade 


was fooliſh—After ſuch a Convoy of proviſi ions was enter d the 
Place, you cou d have no thought of reducing it by Famine 
You ou d have redoubled your Attacks, taken the Town by 
Storm, or have dy d upon the Breach. | 

Wor. I did 2 one general Aſſault, and puſh'd it with all 
my Forces; but I was ſo vigorouſly repuls d, that deſpairing of 


ä s ining her for a Miſtreſs, I bave alter'd my Conduct, gi- 


ven 


* 
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ven my Addreſſes the obſequious and diſtant turn, and court her 


now for a Wife. 
Plume. So, as you grew obſequious, ſhe grew nin and 


becauſe you approach d her as a Goddeſs, ſhe us'd nou: like 4 2 


g. 
Mor. Exactly. 
Plume. Tis the way of e em. all — Come Worthy, your obſe- 


uious and diſtant Airs will never bring you together; you muſt 
uot think to ſurmount her Pride by your Humility—Wou'd you 
bring her to better Thoughts of you, ſhe muſt be reduc'd.to a 
-meaner-Opinion of her ſelf Let me ſee —— The very firſt. 
thing that I wou'd do, ſhou'd be to lie with her Chamber-maid, 
and hire three or four Wenches in the Neighbourhood to re- 
port that I had got them with Child. Suppoſe we lampoon d 
all the pretty Women in Town, and left her out? Or what if. 
we made a Ball, and forgot to invite her, with = or two of 
the Uglieſt. 5 | 
Wor. Theſe wou'd be Mertifications, I muſt confela,———Bge 
we live in ſuch a preciſe, dull Place, that we can have no Balls, 
no Lampoons, no 
Plume. What | No Baſtards! And ſo many Recruiting Offi- 
cers in Town; 1 thought 'twas a Maxim among them to leave 
as many Recruits in the Country as they carry'd' out. 
War. No body doubts your Good -will, Noble Captain, in 
ſerving your Country with your beſt Blood Witneſs our 
Friend Molly at the Caſile— There have been Tears in Town: 
about that Buſineſs, Captain. | 
Plame. I hope Silvia has not heard of Ger: i 
or! O Sir, bave you thought of her 2 I began to Hand _ 
had forgot poor'Silvia. | 
Plume. Your Affairs had put my own: quite out of my Head: 
Tis true, Silvia and I had once agreed to go to Bed together, 
ou d we have adjuſted Preliminaries; but ſhe wou d have the 


Wedding be fore Conſummation, and 1 was for Conſummation 


before the Wedding We cou d not agree, ſhe was a pert: 
obſtinate Fool, and wou'd loſe her Maidenhead her own way, 
- fo e may keep it for Plume. Act 

_ But do you intend to marry wen no other Conditions. 
WW) lum. 
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Plame. Your Pardon, Sir, I'll marry upon no Conditions at 
all, if 1 ſhou'd, I'm reſolv'd never to bind my ſelf to a Woman 


for my whole Lite, till l know whether I ſhall like her Company 


for half an Hour Suppoſe | marry'd a Woman that wanted 
a Leg? Such a thing might be, unleſs I examin'd the Goods be- 
fore- hand; if People wou d but try one another's Conſtitutions 


Wor. Nay, for that wager, the Town did not tick to ſay, 
That: | 

Plume. I hate Country Towns for chat Reaſon. —— It your 
Town has a diſhonourable Thought of Silvia, it deſerves to be 
burnt to the Ground love Silvia, I admire her frank, 
generous Diſpoſition; there's ſomething in that Girl more than 
Woman, her Sex is but a foil to her The Ingratitude, Diſ- 


Gmulation, Envy, Pride, Avarice, and Vanity of her Siſter Fe- 
males, do but ſet off their Contraries in her 8 hon,” were 
ö 1 Onde a Oeneral, I wou'd marry her. - 


Wor. Faith you have reaſon; for were you but 2 Corporal, 
ſhe wou'd marry you But my Melinda coquets it with every 
Fellow ſhe ſees -l lay fifty Pound (ſhe makes love to you. 


Plume. III lay fifey Poond that Treturn it, if ſhe does | 


W -26 Worthy,” Vil win her, and give her to you afterwards: 
Wor. If you Nin her, you ſhall wear her, Faith; Iwou'd not 
give a Fig for the Conqueſt, without the Credit of mn yes: 
Enter Kite. 13 38 Ne 
| Kite. Captain, Captain, a word in your en 1 
Plume. Your may ſpeak ont, here — . 
Kite. You know, Sir, that you ſent me to comfort the 
Woman in the Straw, Mrs. Molly — —- My Wife, — 2 
Mor. Oho, very well wiſh: you Joy, Mr. Kite. 


Nile. Your: Worſhip very well may, ——for-I e Pot | 


= Wife and a Child id half an Hour, but as:F was a laying, 
vou ſent me to comſort Mrs. Molly — Wite,/4 mean. But 
"whar d'ye think Sir? Sde was better comforted before 1 _ 
Plume. As ho-? 54.90! buos 


Kite. Why, Sir, a Footman i ina blue Livery had brought 8 


ren. Goiceds 0. bur her Naby CO ahi o ob 18 
e ä W "0h 
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before ehey engag d, it wou'd prevent all theſe er Di- 
vorces, and the Devil knows what. 


SG , "=" 
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Plume. Who, in the Name of Wonder, cou'd ſend them? 
=_ Kite. Nay, Sir, I muſt whiſper that—Mrs. Silvia, [Whiſpers 
= Plume. Silvia! Generous Creature, | (Plume. 
1 Wor. Silvia]! Impoſſible. . 
"YN Kite. Here be the Guinea's, Sir; I took the Gold as part of 
f my Wife's Portion: Nay farther, Sir, ſne ſent word that the 
Child ſnoud be taken all imaginable Care of, and that ſhe in- 
tended to ſtand God-mother. The ſame Footman, as I was 
coming to you with this News, call'd after me, and told me 
that his Lady wou'd ſpeak with me I went; and upon 
hearing that you were come to Town, ſhe gave me half a Gui- 
nea for the News, and order'd me to tell you, That Juſtice Ba- 
lance her Father, who is juſt come out of the Country, wou'd 
be glad to ſee you. I | 
Plume. There's a Girl for you, Worthy——Is there any thing 
: of Woman in this? No, tis noble and generous, Manly Friend- 
»Y (hip, ſhow me another Woman that wou d loſe an Inch of her 
2 Prerogative that way, without Tears, Fits, and Reproaches. 
The common Jealouſie of her Sex, which is nothing but their 
Avarice of Pleaſure, ſhe deſpifes ; and can part with the Lover, 
tho' ſhe dies for the Man Come Worthy—W here's the beſt 
Wine? For there II] quarter. : 1 es 
1 Mor. Horton has a freſh Pipe of choice Barcelona, which I 
5 Vvou'd not let him pierce before, becauſe l reſerv'd the Maiden- 
<4 | head of it for your welcome to Town. _ 
Y Plume. Let's away then Mr. Kite, wait. on the Lady 
with my humble Service, and tell her, That I ſhall only refreſh 


"4d 


a little, and wait on her. 
r "Wor. Hold, Kite 
Captain? 
Kite. No, Sir. 
Plume. Another, who is he? : 
Wor. My Rival in the firſt place, and the moſt unaccountable 
Fellow But I'll tell you more as we go. ¶Exeunt. 


* o 


Have you ſeen the other Recruiting 
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SCENE, An Apartment. 
Melinda and Silvia Meeting. 


Mel. Welcome to Town, Colin Si,, Salute. ] I envy'd you 
your Retreat in the Country; for Shrewsbury, methinks, and all 
your Heads of Shires, are the moſt irregular Places for living, 
here we have Smoak, Noiſe, Scandal, Affectation, and Preten- 
ſion; in ſhort, every thing to give the Spleen, and nothing to 
divert it Then the Air is intolerable. . 

Sil. Oh! Madam, I have heard the Town commended for 
its Air. 

Mel. But you don't conſider, Silvia, how long I have liv din 
itz; for I can aſſure you, that to a Lady the leaſt nice in her 

. Conſtitution, no Air can be good above half a Tear; Change of 
Air I take to be the moſt agreeable of any Variety in Life. 
Sil. As you ſay, Colin Melinda, there are ſeveral forts of Airs, 
Airs in Converſation, Airs in Behaviour, Airs in Dreſs; then 

we have our Quality Airs, our ſi ickly Airs, our relery d Airs, and 
ſometimes our impudent Airs. 

Mel. Pſhaw—] talk only of the Air we breath, or more pro- 
perly of that we taſte Have not you, Slo, found a vaſt 
Difference in the Taſte of Airs? 

Sil. Pray Coſin, are not Vapours a ſort of Air? Tafte Air! 
You may as well tell me I might feed upon Air; but prithee, 
1 my dear Melinda, don't put on ſuch Airs to me, your Education 
1 and mine were juſt the ſame, and I remember the time 
5 when we never troubled our Heads about Air, but when the 
#7 fharp Air from the Nelſo Mountains made our Noſes drop 1 in a 
1 cold Morning at the Boarding- School. | 
[ Mel. Our Education, Colin, was the ſame, but our Tempe- 
raments had nothing alike; you have the Conſtitution * 2 

Horſe 
Sil. so far as to be troubled with neither Spleen, Cholick, nor 
Vapours, I need no Salt for my Stomach, no Hart's- horn for 


oy Head, nor Waſh for my Complexion ; I can gallop all the 
Morning 
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Morning after the Hunting Horn, and all the Evening after a 


| Fiddle: In ſhort, Lcan do every thing with my Father but drink 


and ſhoot flying ; and I'm ſure 1 can do every thing my Mother 


cou'd, were ] put to the Tryal. 
Mel. Youre are in a fair way of being put to't; for I'm told, 


your Captain is come to Town. 


Sil. Ay, Melinda, he is come, and Il take care he ſhan't go 
without a Companion. | 
Mel. You're certainly mad, Colin. 
Sil. 4nd there's a Pleaſure ſure, in being mad, 
Which none but Mad-men know. 
| Mel. Thou poor Romantick Quixote, haſt thou the Vanity to 


| imagine that a young ſprightly Othcer that rambles over half 


the Globe in half a Year, can contine his Thoughts to the little 
Daughter of a Country Juſtice i in an obſcure corner of the World? 

Sil. Pſhaw | What care I for his Thoughts? I ſhou'd not like 
a Man with confin'd Thoughts, it ſhows a Narrowneſs of Soul, 


Conſtancy is but a dull, ſleepy Quality at belt ; they will hard- 


ly admit it among the Manly Vertues, nor do I think it deſerves - 
a Place with Bravery, Knowledge, Policy, Juſtice, and (ome 
other Qualities that are proper to that noble Sex. In ſhort, Me- 
linda, I think a Petticoat a er {imple thing, and I'm hear- 
tily tir d of my Sex. 

Mel. That is, you are tir'd of an Appendix to our Sex, that 
you can't ſo bandſomly get rid of in Petticoats as if you were in 
Breeches——O'my Conſcience, Silvia, hadſt thou been a Man, 


thou hadſt been the greateſt Rake in Chriſtendom. 


Sil. I chou'd endeavour to know the World, which a Man 
can never do thoroughly without halt a hundred Friendſhips, 
and as many Amours. But now I think on't, how ſtands your 


Affair with Mr. Worthy ? 
Mel. He's my Averſion. 
Sil. Vapours. 


Mel. What do you ay, Madam ? 
Sil. I fay, that you ſhou'd not uſe that honeſt Fellow fo in- 


humanely, he's a Gentleman of Parts and Fortune, and beſide 


that he's my Plume's' Friend; and by all that's facred, 1 you | 
dont uſe him better, I ſhall expect Satisfaction. 


C 2 Mel 
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Mel. Satisfaction! You begin to fancy your ſelf in Breeches 
in good earneſt But to be plain with you, I like Worthy the 
worſe for being ſo intimate with your Captain; for I take him 

to be a looſe, idle, anmannerly Coxcomb. 

Sil. Oh! Madam —You never ſaw him, perhaps, ſince you 
were Miſtreſs of twenty thouſand Pound; you only knew him 1 
when you were capitulating with Worthy for a Settlement, which W 
perhaps might incourage him to be a little tools and unman- 3 
nerly with you. a 

Mel. What do you mean, W BY | Þ 

Sil. My Meaning needs no Interpretation, Madam. - 

Mel. Better it had, Madam. for methinks you're too plain. 

Sil. It you mean the Plainneſs of my Perſon, 1 think your La- 
dyſhip as plain as me to the full. 

Mel. Were JLaſſur d of that, 1 ſhou'd be glad to take up with 
a Rakely Officer as you do. 

Sil. Again! Look'e, Madam—You'rein your own Houſe. - 

Mel. And it you bad kept in yours, Iſhou'd have excus d you. 

Sil. Don't be troubl d, Madam — I ſhan't deſire to have my 
Viſit return'd. 


Mel. The ſooner therefore. you make an end of this, the 1 
better. 0 ' 
Sil. I'm eaſily advis d to follow my W — 0 Ma- 3 

4 dam Tour humble Servant. F 7 1 TS | aim | 1 
Mel. Saucy thing N | = 
Enter Lucy. 8 = 

Ln. What's the matter, Madam? 4 


Mel. Did you not ſee the proud Nothing, bow the ſwells 
upon the Arrival of her Fellow ? 4 25 

Lu. Her Fellow has not been long enough arriv'd to occalion © 7 
any great ſwelling, Madam I don't believe ſhe has ſeen him yet. . 

Mel. Nor ſhan't if I can help it; let me ſee l have it 2 


Bring me Pen and Ink Hold, TI go write in my Cloſet. a 
II. An Anſwer to this Letter, 1 hope, N [Preſents 4 9 
[| Mel. Who ſent 1 It £ 2 | 3 Letter. 1 

Y I. Your Captain, Madam— ' 
Aſel. He's a Foal, and I'm tir c of him; lend it back un- 
1 __ | 11808 
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L. The Meſſenger's gone, Madam - 
Mel. Then how ſhall I ſend an Anſwer ? call him back imme- 


diately, while I go write. [ Exennt ſeverally... - 


* , 
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AC: FR 
SCENE, An Apartment. 
Enter Tuſtice Ballance and Plume. 8 


Ball. Ook'e, Captain, give us but Blood for our Money, and 
you ſhan't want Men; ; I remember, that for ſome 
Years of the laſt War, we had no Blood nor Wounds but in 


the Officers Mouths, nothing for our Millions but News Papers 


not worth a reading, our Armies did nothing but play at Priſon 
Bars, and hide and ſeek with the Enemy, but now ye have 
brought us Colours, and Standards, and Priſoners; odſmylife, 
Ca ptain, get us but another Mareſchal of France, and ru 80 my 
felf for a Soldier. 
Plume. Pray, Mr. Ballanee, how does your fair Daughter? | 
Ball. Ah! Captain, What is my Daughter to a Mareſchal of 


; France? We're upon a nobler Subject. I want to 1. 5 paxtica 


lar Deſcription of the Battel of Hochſtet. 
Plume. The Battel, Sir, was a very pretty Battet : as one ſhou 4 a 


deſite to ſee, | but we were all ſo intent upon Victory, that we 


never minded the Battel; all that I know of the matter is, our 
Generals commanded us to beat the French, and we did fo, and 
if he pleaſes to ſay the word, we II dot again But pray, Sir, 


bow does Mrs. Silvia? 


Ball. Still upon Silvia! For ſhame, captain Tou- re engag d 


low a Soldier to think of any other. 
Plume. As à Miſtreſs, I confeſs, but as a Friend, Mr. Ballithee. 


Ball. Come, come, Captain; never mince the matter, hs <tr 
not vou debauch my Daughter if you cou d 2 e (410 
3 Ho Sir , 1 * — debauch'd... 


akk 
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Ball. Faith but ſhe is, Sir, and any Woman in Er gland of 
her Age and Complexion, by a Man of your Youth — Vigour. 
Looke, Captain, once I was young, and once an Officer as you 
are ; and I can gueſs at your Thoughts now by what mine 
wete then, and I remember very well, that I wou'd have given 


-one of my Legs to have deluded the Daughter of an old plain 


Country Gentleman, as like me as I was then like you, 
Plume. But, Sir, was that Country Gentleman your Friend 
and BenefaQor?. 
Ball. Not much of that. 
Plume. There the Compariſon breaks; the Favours, Sir, 
that 
Ball. Pho! I hate Speeches; if I have done you any Þrvics: 
Captain, 'twas to pleaſe my ſelf, for I love thee'; and if I cou'd 
part with my Girl, you ſhou'd have her as ſoon as any young 
Fellow I know ʒ buck hope you have more Honour than to quit 
the Services and.ſhe more Prudence than to follow the Camp: 
But ſhes at her ou Diſpoſal, ſhe has fifteen hundred Pound 
in her Pocket, and vil, Kü. (Call. 
F Enter Silvia. - 
. There are ſome Letters, Sir, come by the Poſt from Lon- 
don, I left them upon the Table i in your Cloſet. 
Ball. And here is a Gentleman from Germany [Preſents Plume 
t her, } Captain, you Il excuſe me, I'll 80 read my Letters and 


wait on you. [Exit, of 


Sil. Sic, yon re welcome to England. | 
Plume. Bleflings in Heaven we ſhou d receive! in a proſtrate 
Poſture, let me receive my welcome thus, [Kneels and kifſes her 


Sil. Pray riſe, Sir, III give you fair Quarter. (Hand. 


Plume. All Quarter I deſpiſe, the Height of Conquelt is to die 
| at your Feet. [ Kujfrng her Hand again, 
Sil. Well, well, you ſhall die at my Feet, or where ycu will; 
but firſt let we deſire you to. waks your Will, perhaps you'l 
leave me ſomething. 

Plume. My, Will, Madam, is ada already, and there it is, 
[Gizes ber a: Parchaent:]: and if you pleaſe to open that Parch- 
ment, which was drawn the Evening before the Battel of Blew 
beim, you Will nd whom l left my Heir 1 bie os 2 
224 Lk Will, aud reads. Kl. 
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Sil. Mrs. Silvja Ballance—Well, Captain, this is a bandſe 
and a ſubſtantial Compliment, but I ean affure you am woch 
better pleas d with the bare Knowledge of your Intention, than 
1 ſhou'd have been in the Poſſeſſion of your Legacy; but me- 
thinks, Sir, you ſhou'd have left ſometbing to your little OF at 
the Caſtle. 

Co That's home; [ Ape. ] my little Boy! Lack-a-day, x 
Madam, that alone may convince you twas none of mine; 
why the Girl, Madam, is my Serjeant's Wife, and ſo the poor 
Creature gave out that I was Father, in hopes that my Friends: 
might ſupport her in caſe of Necellity, that was all Madam, 
=* Boy! No, no. 

Enter Seruant. K 

Ser: Madam, my Maſter has receiv'd-ſome ill News Gro Loi; 
don, and deſires to ſ peak with you immediately, and he begs the 
Captain's Pardon that he can't wait on him as he promis d. 

Plume. Ill News! Heavens avert it; nothing cou'd touch me 
nearer than to- ſee that generous worthy Gentleman afflicted 
III leave you to comfort him, and be affur'd that if my Life —1 
Fortune can be any way ſerviceable to the Father of 1 my Silvia, 
he ſhall freely command both. 

S!. The Neceſſity muſt be very Fa that wou'd enga 
me to do either. | LE feorch. 


SCEN E chinges to P a 


. Einer Ballance aud Silvia. 

l Whit there 3 is Life there i is hope, Sir z perfiaps my. Bro- 
ther may recover. 
Ball We have but 1 tea to expect it. Dr. Kilman ac- 
quaints me here, that before this comes to my hands, he fears 
L ſhall have no-Son —— Poor One,] But the Decree is juſt; E 
was pleas d with the Death of my Father, becauſe he left me an. 
Ettate, arid how Im puniſted with bg 8 1 Tabea to 955 
rit mine.” I' muſt now look upon yon as tlie 
Family, and 1 expect that the Ae your rn 
vit give mw frefh Thoughts and new Proſpects. "a 


Wr. 
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Aſs—That will never do neither. 
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Sil. My deſire of being punctual in my Obedience, requires 
that yon wou d be plain in your Commands, Sir. 


B. The Death of your Brother makes you ſoje Heireſs to 


my Eſtate, which three or four Years hence will amount to 
twelve hundred Pound per Aunum; this Fortune gives you a 


fair Cla im to Quality and a Title, you muſt ſet a juſt Value upon 


your ſeif, and in plain Terms think no more of Captain Plume. 
Fil. You have often commended the Gentleman, Sir. 

Bal. And I do ſoſtill, he's a very pretty Fellow; but tho' I lik'd 
him well enoughfor a bare Son-in-Law, I don't approve of him for 


an Heir to my Eſtate and Family, fifteen hundred Pound, indeed, 


I might truſt in his hands, and it might do the young Fellow a 
Kindneſs, but odſmylife, twelve hundred Pound aYear wou'd ruine 


him, quite turn his Brain. A Captain of Foot worth twelve hun- 


dred Pound aYear! Tis a Prodigy in Nature: Beſides this, I have 
five or fix thouſand Pounds in Woods upon my Eſtate; Oh ! That 
wou'd make him ſtark mad, for you · muſt know that all Cap- 


' tains have a mighty Averſion to Timber, they can't endure to 


ſee. Trees ſtanding ; then I ſhou'd have ſome Rogue of a Builder 
by the help of his damn'd Magick Art transform my noble Oaks 


and Elms into Corniſhes, Portals, Saſhes, Birds, Beaſts, Gods 


and Devils, to adorn ſome magotty, new-faſhion'd Bauble upon 
the Thames; and then you ſhou'd have a Dog of a Gardner 
bring a Habeas Corpus for my Terra Firma, remove it to Chelſea 
or Twitnam, and clap it into Graſs-plats and Gravel-walks, 
Enter a Servant. | 
Ser. Sir, here's one below with, a Letter for your Worſhip, 
but he will deliver it into no hands but your own: 
Ball. Come, ſhow me the Meſſenger. [Exit with Servant. 
Sil. Make the Diſpute between Love and Duty, and I am 


Prince Prettyman exactly If my Brother dies, Ah! ꝓoor Bro- 


ther; if he lives, Ah! poor Siſter ——'Tis bad both ways, I'II 
try again, follow my own Inclinations and break my Father's 
Heart, or obey his Commands and break my own, worſe and 
worſe——Suppoſe I take thus A moderate Fortune, a pretty 
Fellow and a Pad. —or a fine Eſtate, a Coach and ſix, and an 
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Enter Ballance and Servant. 

Ball. Put four Horſes into the Coach. ¶ To the Servant who goes out. 
Silvia, 

Sil. Sir. 17 

Ball. How old were you when your Mother 4 'd? 

Sil. So young that I don't remember I ever had. one; and you 
have been ſo careful, ſo indulgent to me fince, that indecd 1 ne- 
ver wanted one, 

Ball. Have lever deny'd you any thing you ask'd of me? 

Si. Never, that l remember. 

Ball. Then Silvia, I muſt beg that once in your Lite you 
wou'd grant me a Favour, - 

Sil. Why ſhou'd you queſtion it, Sir? | 

Ball. I don't, but I wou'd rather counſel than command—1 
don't propole this with the Authority of a Parent, but as the 
Advice of your Friend, that you wou d take the Coach this Mo- 
ment, and go into the Country. 
$71. Does this Advice proceed from the Contents of the Let- 

ter you receiv d juſt now? 
Ball. No matter, I ſhall be with you in three or four days, 
and then give you my Reaſons—— Burt before you 80, expect 

ou will make me one ſolemn Promiſe. 

Sil. Propoſe the thing, Sir. 

Ball. That you will never diſpoſe of your ſelf to any Man, 
without my Conſent. 

Sil. I promiſe. 

Ball. Very well, and to be even with you, I promiſe, That 
1 will never diſpoſe of you without your own Conſent; and ſo 
Ylvia, the Coach is ready, farewel. { Leads her to the Door and 
returns. | Now ſhe's gone, Ill examine the Contents of this Let- 
ter a little nearer. Reads. 

8 1K, | 

r Intimacy with Mr. Worthy has drawn 4 Secret from him, 
that he had from his Friend Captain Plume, and my Fd 

ſhip and Relation to your Family oblige me to give you timely notice 

of the Captain has diſhonourable Deſigns upon my Coſin Silvia, 
vils of this Nature are more eaſily prevented than amended, and 
that you wou d immediately ſend my Coſin into the Country is the Ad- 

vice of, | 2 SIR, Your humble Servant, 
_ MELINDA. 

D -.. Why 


\ 


W hy the Devil's in the n Fellows of this Age, they're ten 
times worſe than they were in my time; had he made my wp 
ter a Whore, and forſwore it like a Gentleman, I cou'd have al- - | 
moſt pardon'd it; but to tell Tales before-hand is monſtrous !* 
Hang it, I can fetch down a” Woodcock or Snipe, and why not 
a Hat and F eather? I have a Caſe of oy Piltols, and yore a 
good mind to tr. Enter Worthy. + | 
Ball. Worthy, your Servant. . 
More I'm 8255 Sir, to be the Meſſenger of ill News. 
Ball. 1 apprehend it, Sir; 5 you have heard that my Son Owen 
is paſt Recovery.” - © 
lj Wor. My Advices ſay 305 dead. Lin 5 0% 
Ball. He's happy, and 1 ati sFy'd ; the Strokes of Heaven 


rom ny but [njurdwbifro:n 7 n, Mr. Worthy, are not fo eafily 


Q; 


; OY 103 TIM 

__ 2 Ibepe, Sit, you ate under no apprehenſion of Wrong 

from any Body? | 5 

Ball. You know I ought to be. TO + „ 

=. Mor. You wrong my Honour, Sir, in belicving I cou'd know 

| | any thing to your Feen without reſenting i it as much as you 

N od. 

. Ball. This Letter, Sir, which 1 ter in ices” to RAU] hi 
Perſon that ſent it, informs me that Plume has a Deſign upon 
Silvia, and that you are privy to't. 

for. Nay, then Sir, I muſt do my felf Juſtice, and endeavour 
to find out the Author. [Takes wp a, piece of the Letter. Sir, [ 
know the Hand, and it you refuſe to diſcover the Contents, Me- | 
Linda ſhall tell me. M 2 Going. [4 

Ball. Hold, Sir, the Contents I have told you alteady only 
with this Circumſtance, that her Intimacy with Mr. Worthy had 
drawn the Secret from him. 

Wor. Her Intimacy with me +—Dear Sir, let me pick up the 
pieces of this Letter, twill give me ſuch a hank ups! hx7Pride, 
to have her own an Intimacy under her hand, twas the lucki- 
et Accident. [Gathering up the ce le) die Afperſi on, Sir, was 
nothing but Malice, the Effect of a lit". Quarrel berween er 2 


e 


and Mrs. Silvia. 44 
Ball. Are you ſure of thee +: 9 
Wor. Her Maid © m. iiſtory of are of che Battel 4 jult 


now, as ſhe overt. | We 
1 © 7 2 " % \ * I. Ball. 
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| 2000 1 e ſcold and brawl both Night and Day ; 
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Ball. Tis probable, I am ſatiafy d. ys K | 
Mor. But I hope, 8 Your og Caffer'd nothing up: 


on the Account? 
Ball. No, n6:—Poot Girl, ſhe i is ſo afflicted with the News of 


her Brother's Death, that to avoid Company ſhe beg Leave to 


be gone into the Country. 


Mor. And is ſne gone? | | 
Ball. I cou'd not refuſe her, ſhe was ſo. preſſiag the coach 


went from the Door the Minute before you came—— 
Mor. So preſſing to be gone, Sir I find her Fortune will give 


N 


2 + or the ſame: Airs with Melinda, and then Plume and | _ 


laugh at one another. 
F J. Like enough Women are as abe to Pride as we are, 


and why may'nt great Women as well as great Men forget their 
old Acquaintance — But come — Where's this young Fellow, I 
love him ſo well, it wou'd break the Heart of me to think him a 


Raſcal Im glad my Daughter's gone fairly off tho' CA de.] 


Where does the Captain quarter? 
Wor. At Horton s, I'm to meet him there two Hours hence, 


and we ſhou'd be glad of your Company. 
Ball. Your pardon, dear Worthy, I mult allow a Day or two 


to the Death of my Son; the Decorum of Mourning is what we 
owe the World, becauſe they pay it to us afterwards. I'm yours 


over a Bottle, or how you will, 
Wor. Sir, I'm your humble Servant. [Exit ſeverall 


- _SCENE, the Street. 


. with one of the Mob in each hand, drank. Kite ſongs 


Our Prentice Tom may now refiſe 
Io wipe his ſcoundrel Maſter s Shoes ; 
For now be's free to ſurg and play, 
Over the Hills and } ir eng —Over the Hills, &c. 4 
[The Mob Fug the Chorus. 
e all ſhall lead more happy Lies, 
Zy getting rid of Brats and Wives, 


— 


. Over the Hills and Ca away—QOver the Hills Cece 
. | »Y | | 
IA | | D 2 | .*-, : 


— 
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ite. Hey -n we Soldiers live, drink, ſing, dance, 
play z we live, as one ſhou d ſay—We live Tis impoſſible to 
tell bow we live — We're all Princes — Why — Why you're a 
King—You' rean Emperour, and Fma Prince—Now—an't we— 
Iſt Mob. No, Serjeant——T1I be no 60 ; 
* Kite. No! mene dd 
- 1ſt Mob. No, Tl be a Juſtice of Peace. i 
Kite. A juſtice · of Peace, Man! 
1ſt Mob. Ay, wauns will I, for ſince : this preſſing AR 5d are 
greater than any Emperor under the Sun. 
Kite. Done, you're a Juſtice of Peace, and you're a a King, * 
Im a Duke, and a Rum Duke, an't I? ö 
ad Mob. No, but I'll be no King. 
Kite. What then? 
2d Mob. I'll be a Queen. 
Kite. A Queen! 
2d Mob. Ay, Queen of Bld 
| King of em all, 
Kite. Bravely ſaid! Faith: Huzza for the Queen. CAM Haza. 
But heark e, you Mr. Juſtice, and you Mr. — * you ever 
fee the Queen's Picture? | 
Iſt and 2d Mob. No, no. 
N Kite. I wonder at that, 1 have two of em (or in Gold, and 
as like her Majeſty, God bleſs the Mark. [He takes two Broad 
Pieces out of his Pocket.) See here, they're (et in Gold. [Gives 
(one to each. 
iſt Mob. r Looking earneſtly upon the Piece: ] The n x 
Works of Nature . ” 
2d Mob. What's this written about? Her es a Poſy,I \ — = 
C aro- Ius What's that Sergeant? / 
> Kite. O Carolus Why Carolus i is Latin for Queen Ann, 
that'ẽs all. 
2d Mob. Tis a fine ching to be a Scollard, Serjeant, will you 
part with: this? II buy it on you, if it come within the Com- 
of a Crawn. 
Kite. A Crown! Never talk of buyiog- — Tis the ſame 
thing among Friends you know, I preſent. them to you beth, 
you ſhall give me as good a thing; put them up, and remember | 
your oh: Friends when I'm over the*tills and far away. [\Singing, 
- | [They js and put * the Money. 
AT: Enter 


—That's greater than any 
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| Enter Plume ſng ing. 
Ow the Hills, and o're the Main, 
To Flanders, Portugal, or Spain; 
The Queen commands, and we'll obey, 

| Over the Hill and far away. 

Come on my Men of Mirth, away with it, III make one among 

ye; who are theſe hearty Lads? 

Kite. Off with your Hats, Ouns, off with your Hats; this 38 
the Captain, the Captain. 
Iſt Mob. We have ſeen Captains afore now, mun. 

2d Mob. Ay, and Lieutenant Captains too; Fleſh, I'ſe i 

on my Nab, 
1ſt Mob. And I'fe ſearcely d' off mine for any Captain in Erg · ; 

land, my Vether's a Frecholder. 
Plume. Who are theſe jolly Lads, Serjeant 2 
Kite. A couple of honeſt brave Fellows, that are willing to 
ſerve the Queen ; I have entertain'd them juſt now as Volun- 
teers under your Honour's Command. ; 
Plume. And good Entertainment they ſhall have, Volunteers 
are the Men 1 want, thote are the Men fit to make Soldiers, Cap» 

_ tains, Generals, _ 
iſt Mob. Wauns, 8 What's this? Are you liſted > 
2d Mob. Fleſh, not 1, are you, Coſtar? 

- 1ſt Mob. Wauns, not I. | 
Kite. What, not liſted ! Ha, ha, ha, a very good Jeſt, Faith. 
Iſt Mob. Come, Tuumas, we'll go Whome. 

2d Mob. Ay, ay, come. 
Kite. Home! For ſhame, Gentlemen, behave your ſelves bets 
ter before your Captain Dear Iummas, honelt Coftar—— 

- 2d Mobs No, no, we'll be gone. Going. 
Kite. Nay, then 1 command you to ſtay, I place you both 

Centinels in this place for wo Hours to watch the Motion of 

St. Mary's Clock you, and you the Motion of St. Chads, and he 

- that 4 ſtir from his Poſt till he be relieved, ſhall have my 

Sword in his Guts the next Minute. 

Plume. What's the matter, Serjeant 'm afraid you're too 
rough with theſe Gentlemen. 

Kite. Tm too mild, Sir, they diſobey Command, Sir, andone: 
of them ſhou d be ſhot for an Example | a the other. 

rſt Mob. Shot ! Tummat. | 105. 5% 7 a 
| Plume 
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Plume. Come, Gentlemen, what is the matter? 
1ſt Mob. We don' t know, the noble Scrjeant is pleas'd to be 
in a Paſſion, Sir But 
Kite. They diſobey Command, they deny their being liſted. 
2d Mob. Nay, Serjeant, we don't downright deny it neither, 
that we dare not do for fear of being ſhot ; but we humbly con- 
ceive in a civil way, and begging your Works Pardon that 
we may go home. 
Plume. That's eaſi ly-known, have either of * receiv d any 
of the Queen's Money. 0 | 
Iſt Mob. Not a braſs Farthing, Siri . 
Kite. Sir, they have each of them receiv'd three and twenty 
Shillings and Six-pence, and tis now in their Pockets. | 
1ſt Mob. Wauns ! If I have a Penny in my Pocket, but a bent 
Six-pence, I'll be content to be liſted, and ſhot intothe Bargain, 
: 2d Mob. And I, :look'e here, Sir. : 
- It Mob. Ay, here's my Stock too, nothing but the Queen' 8 
Pitture that the Serjeant gave me juſt now. 
Kite. See there, a broad Piece, three and twenty $hillings 
and: Six-pence, the t'other has the Fellow ont. 
Plume. The Caſe is plain, Gentlemen, the Goods are found 
upon you, thoſe Pieces of Gold are worth three and twenty 
and Six-pence each. 
iſt Mob. So it ſeems chat Carolus is three and twenty Shillings 
and Six-pence i in Latin. 
2d Mob. Tis the ſame thing i in the Greek, for we are liſted. 
uſt Mob. Fleſh, but we an't Tummas, I delire to be carry'd be- 
bore the er Captain. Due they talk, the Captain and Ser- 
¶ Jeant whiſper; . 
Plane. "Twill never do, Kite : z your damn'd Tricks will ru- 
| ine me at laſt, I won't loſe the Fellows tho”, if I can help it 
Well, Gentlemen, there muſt be ſome Trick in this, my Scrjeant 
offers here to take bis Oath that you're fairly liſted. | 
"iſt Mob. Why, Captain, we know that you Soldiers have 
more Liberty of Conſcience than other Folks, but for me or 
Neighbour Coſtar here to take ſuch an Oath, tou d be down- 
right Perjuration. 
Plume. Look e, you Raſcal, you Villain, if I find that you 
ties impos'd upon theſe two honeſt Fellows, . as 737 - + 


to Fen, you Dogs $ come, mow wont 
f 2d Meb. a 
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ad Mob. Nay, then we will ſpeak, your Serjeant, as you ſay, 
is a Rogue, begging your Worſhip's Pardon—And 
it Mob. Nay, Imma, let me ſpeak, you know I can read; 
and fo, Sir, he gave us thoſe two pieces of Money for Pictures 
of the Queen by way of a Preſent. L 
Plume. How | By way of a Preſent! The Son of a Whote ! 
Il teach him to abuſe honeſt Fellows like you; Sconndrel, Rogue, F 
Villain, &*c. [ Beats the Serjeant off the Stage, and follows him out, 
Both Mob. O brave Noble Captain, huzza, a brave Captain, 
Faith. | e 
1ſt Mob. Now Tummas, Corolus is Latin for a beating: This 
is the braveſt Captain 1 ever faw, Wauns, I have a Month's 


mind to go with him. 3 TN 
C Re-enter Plume. EIT LY 
Plume. A Dog! To abuſe two ſuch pretty Fellows as you; 
Look'e, Gentlemen, I love a pretty Fellow, 1 come among you 
here as an Officer to liſt Soldiers, not as a Kidnapper, to ſteal ' 
Sla ves. | N 
1ſt Mob. Mind that, Tummas, | 
Plume. I deſire no Man to go with me, but as I went my 
felf, I went a Volunteer, as you or you may go, for a little 
time carry'd a Musket, and now I command a Company. 
2d Mob. Mind that, _ a ſweet Gentleman. 5 
Plume. Tis true, Gentlemen, I might take an advantage of 
you, the Queen's Money was in your Pockets; my Serjeant wass - 
ready to take his Oath that you were liſted, but I ſcorn to do a 
baſe thing, you are both of you at your Libertix. 
find in 


- 


Iſt Mob. Thank you, Noble Captain, I cod, I cannot 

my Heart to leave him, he talks ſo finely. | 
2d Mob. Ay, Coſtar, wou'd he alway hold in this Mind. 

Plume. Come, my Lads, one thing more Ill tell you, you're 


— 


£ UW both young tight Fellows, and the Army is the place to make 
ou Men for ever, every Man has his Lot, and you have yours; 
What think you now of a Purſe full of French Gold out of a 
Monſicur's Pocket, after yon have dafh'd out his Brains witli 
the Bu of your Firelock, eh — 797% JEH 
kſt Mob. Wauns, I'll have it, Captain, give me à Shilling, III 
follow you to the end of the World. | * 
2d Mob. Nay, dear Coſtar, duna, be advis d. 


Plume. Here, my Heroe, here are two Guineas for thee, as 
earneſt of what I'll do farther for thee. Ad Mobs 
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2d Mob. Duna take it, duna, dear Coftar. [ Cries and pulls 
(back his Arm. 
eſt Mob. 1 wull, I wull, Wauns, my Mind gives me that I ſhall 
be a Captain my ſelf; I take your ! Money, Sir, and now I'm a 
Gentleman. - 
Plume. Give me thy hand And now you and I will tra- 
vel the World ore, and command wherever we tread — Bring 
your Friend with you if you can. 2 LAſde. 
1ſt Mob. Well, Tummas, muſt we part—— _ "5 
2d Mob. No, Coftar, I cannot leave thee Come, Captain, 
[ing.] Fil ene go along too; and if you have too honeſter. 
* 4mpler Lads i in your Company that we twa been Ill ſay no 
more 
Plume. Here, my Lad [Gives him Money] now your Name. 
oft Mob. Thummas Appletree. 
Plume. And yours? 
ad Mob. Caſtar Pear main. 
Plume. Born where? a 
1ſt Mob. Both in Herefordſhire. 


Plume. Very well ; Courage, my Lads, now we will ling 
Over the Hills and far away. 5 


Courage, Boys, tic one to ten, 
But we return all Gentlemen, &c. 


— 


** Mr >" E'Y 
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SCENE, The MarketPlace. © 
92 | - Plume and Worthy. | 


1. Can'nt forbear admiring the Equality 4 5 our two For- | 
tunes, we lov'd two Ladies ; they met us half way, 
and jut as we were upon the point of leaping into their Arms, 
Fortune drops into their Laps, Pride poſſe es their Hearts, a 
Maggot fills their Heads, Madneſs takes em by the Tails, ey 
mort, kick up their Heels, and away they run. | 
Plum. And leave us here to mourn upon the Shore—a cou- 
ple of poor Ry W ſhall we do? 
Mer. 
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Mor. 1 bave-a Trick for mines the Luer you e and 
che Fortune · telle. 4 

Plume. And I have a Trick for mine. 

Mor. What ist? ne 80 3 

Plume. I'll never think of her 7gain. * ng 1): 250. 511641 
Mor. No! 77 Gi $4437 it; | 

Plime. No; I think my elf abave ll nol the Pride 
of any Woman, were ſhe worth twelve thouſand a Year, 
and I han t the Vanity to believe I hall ever gain a Lady worth 
twelve hundred; the generous good- natur d $ lvia in her Smock 
I admire, but che hanghty e ee wich her o. 


deſ pile. id 
A SONG. [ro 
ng 4 
10 „O ee jor Hive „ 
Ome, fair one, 1 Hour Hin ef aw 
Ton newer ſhall vic}! V6 26.08 
A Fillow ſo fu fra le - Un voc D 5 
"The World ſhall wiew + TT | 1 


— | My Paſſion for a, boy 1! 0 395) en I cet 
£2 Ar ne. e diſcover. 21 907 11 % 
7. ill will complain Lat 1:04 wade | 
F your Frowns and Diſdain,.. S 
Tho Treuel thro all your Charms : | | 
De World ſpall deelare, 1-1 + 88 
| That I die with Deſpair, cer Torn 67 
When T only die in your Arms.. ,_ | 
I till will adore, a * 1 2 
nd love more and more, e, SS 
- Bnt, by Jove, if you chance to . cruel « S "6; \ 
Ill get me a Miſs +; e 
That freely will liſt, | EY 
Tho'l afterwards "my Water-grael. 


What | Sneak out o Town, and mot 0 much as a Word, a 
Line, n . ans fan hy (be live ? Id go 


1261 dag. — 1 42 
. Mor. 
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26 The Rerrieting Ofen | 
Mor. Ha, ha, ha; ay, and the Window Bars too to come at 
her. Come, come Friend, no more of your: rough er 
Airs. Beer Kite. 

Kite. Captain, Sir, look yonder, ſhe's a coming this way, | 
tis the prettieſt cleaneſt little Tit 
Plume. Now, Worthy, to ſhow you how wack I'm in Love— 
Hereſhe comes, and what is that great Country Fi cliowr with her 2 
- Kite. I cant tell, Sir. 
5 Enter Roſe 20 her Brother Bullock, Roſe with 4 Backet on * | 
| Arm, crying Chickens. 811 
| Neffe Buy Chickens, young andtcader=———youty and render 
Chickens, b 
Plume. Here, you Chickens — F 
Roſe. Who calls? * 
Plume. Come hither, pretty Maid. 
Roſe. Will you pleaſe to buy, Sir ? 
Mor. Yes, Child, we'll both buy... + 
Plume. Nay, Worthy, that's not hair, marker fo you tar; 
come, my Chill, III buy all you have. | 
Roſe. Then all I have is at your Sarvice. _ '[ Curtf * 5 
Wor. Then I muſt ſhift for my ſelf, I find, 5 
Plume. Let me 5 and tender, yo AY | 


d 


- [Chicks her under the Chin. 
| Roſe. As ever you taſted i in your Life, Sir. [Curtiſie t. 
Plume. Come, | malt Examine Jac Basket * the Bottom, my 


Dear. 
KRoſe. Nay, for that matter, put in your tand feel, Sir z I 


warrant my Ware as good as any in the Market. 
Plume. And I'll buy it all, Child, were it ten dogs more. - 
Roſe. Sir, I can furniſh you. | 
Plume. Come then: ; we won't quarrel about the Price, they're 
fine Birds; pray what's your Name, pretty Creature. 
Noſe. Roſe ſe, Sir, my Father is a Farmer within three ſhort 
| Mu.ile o' th' Town; we keep this Market, I fell Chickens, Eggs, 
and Butter, and my Brother Bullock there ſells Corn. | 
| Bull. Come, Siſter, haſt ye, we ſhall be liate a home. - . 


= All this white Bullock whiſtles about the Stage. 
" | PI. Kite! 725 tipf Fh& wink upon n e | 
i Pretty Mrs. Roſe! You have Let me ſee How e 
— Le A Dozen, Sir —— - Ap they are richly orig iis 


Ball | 


— — —— — 
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Bell. Come Ruoſe, Ruoſe, I ſold fifty Stracke of Barley to Day 
in half this time; but you will higgle and higgle for a Pony 
more than the Commodity is worth. 

Roſe. What's that to you, Oaf? I can make as much out of 
a Groat, as you can out of four · pence, I'm ſure—The Gentle- 
man bids fair, and when I meet with a Chapman, I know bow 
to make the beſt on bim —— And . Sir, I (ay, tor a Crawn 
Piece the Bargain is yours. © 

Plume. Here's a Guinea, my Dear. 

Roſe. 1 con't change your Money, Sir. 

Plume. Indeed, indeed but you can--My Lodging is bard by 
you ſhall bring bome the me and we'll make Change 
chere. [Goes off, ſhe follows him. 

Kite. So, Sir, as I was telling you, have ſcen one of theſe 
Huſſars eat up a Ravelin for his Breakfaſt, and afterwards pick 


his Teeth with a Paliſado. | 8 
Bull. Ay, you Soldiers ſee wry ſtrange chings But pray 
Sir, what is a Ravelin?- 9 
Kite. Why tis like a modern minc'd Pye, but the Cruſt is 
confounded hard, and the Plumbs are ſomewhat bard of Di- 


geſtion 
Bull. Then your Paliſado, pray what may he be! ? 


Come, Ruoſe, pray ha done. 
Kite. Your Paliſado is a pretty ſort of Bodkin, about the 


Thickneſs of my Leg. 
Bull. That's a Fib, I believe Aae] — Eh, e ma 
Ruoſe, Ruoſe, "Meſh, where $ Ruoſe gone? 

Kite. She's gone with the Captain. 

Bull. The Captain ! Wauns, there's: no poſing of ' Women, 


ſure. - 
Kite. But there is, Shes * 35 
Bull. If the Captain ſhou d preſs. Ruſe, 1ſhou'd 13 ds 


which way went the — O1 The Devil take your - Rablins and 


Palifaders. I Exit. 
Kite. You ſhall * er acquainted with chemi, honell Bul- 


lock, or I ſhall miſs of my Aim. 
Enter Worthy.” 
Wor. Why, thou rt the moſt uſeful Fellow i in Nature to your 


| Captain, admirable in your way, I find. 


Kite. 8 Sir, [ underſtand my Bulineſs, 1 wit ay it; — 
E 2 muſt 


„ Ta jo Recruiting Officer," 


muſt know, Sir, I Was born a Gypßie, and bred among that 
Crew till I was ten Lear old, there. earn d ,Canting: and Lying; 


I I was bought from my Mother Cleopatra by a certain Nobleman 


for three Piſtols, who liking: my Beauty made me his. Page, 
there I learn'd Impudence, and Pimpings I was turn'd off for 
wearing my Lord's Linen, and drinking my Lady's Brandy, and 
then turn d Bailiff's Follower, there I learn d Bullying and 
Sywearing——l at laſt got into the Army, and there 1 ſearn d 

| Whoring and Drinking So that if your Worſhip pleaſes to caſt 

up the whole Sum, viz. Canting, Lying, Impudence, Pimping, 
Bullying, Sweariog, Whoring, Drinking, and a Halbard, you will 

find the Sum Total will amount to à Recruiting Serjeant. s 
Mor. And pray, wliat inducd you to turn Soldier? 


Kite, Hunger and Ambition — The Fears of ſtarving eg 


Hopes of a Truncheon, led me along to a Gentleman with a fair 


8 Tongue and fair Perriwig, who loaded me with, Promiſes; bot 


I gad *twas the lighteſt Load that I ever felt in my Lifc— 
promis d to advance me, and indeed he did ſo Io | Danny in 
the Szvoy——T ask'd him why be put me in Priſon, he call'd 
me lying Dog, and ſaid I was in Gatriſon, and indeed tis a Ga- 
riſon that may hold out till Doom's-day before I ſhou'd defire to 
take it again; but here comes Juſtice: Ballance. nad 

_ Enter Ballance and Bullock. * 
Ball. Here, von Serjzant, where's your Captain >; N a 
poor fooliſh Fellow comes clamouring to me with à Complaint, 


that your r his _ * au know pup: thing 8 


of this Matter, Worthy e..- 


o 


Wor. Ha, ha, ha, I — bis Siſter is gone with Plume to his 


| Lodging s to fell him ſome Chickens. 
Ball. Is that all? The Fellow's a Fool. 


Bull. I know that, an't pleaſe you; but if your Worſhip | 
pleaſes to grant f mie a Warrant 0 cog her before you for fear 


oth wort. 
Ball. Thou art a mad Fellow, thy Siſter's ſafe enough, 
Nite. I hape ſa too. [Afae. 


Wor. Haſt thou no more Senſe, F cllow, 0 to believe that 


we Captain can lift Vomen? 
Bull. I know not whether they, dit them, or what they do 


Vith. them, but Im ſuue they carry as w Women as Men 
wh eden our of the Country 


* 


ww 


3 & PEN AER, "Bull, 


N 


— 
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Mn bs how came you not to go along with your 
«> ITS M909 208 r \ X 
Bull, Luord, Sir, I thought no more cf her going than I do 
of the Day ] ſhall die; but this Gentleman, here, not ſuſpect- 
ing any Hurt neither, I believe—You thought no Harm, Friend, 
id ye? 
Kite. Lack-a-day, Sir, not I —— Only that I believe I ſhall 
marry her to Morrow. [Afide. 
Ball. I begin to ſmell Pow] der Well, Friend, but what did 
that Gentleman with you? TT | 
Bill. Why, Sir, he entertain'd me with a fine Story of a 
great Fight between the Hungarians, I think it was, and the 
LTiriſb ; and fo, Sir, while we were in the heat of the Battel, the 
Captain carry'd off the Baggage. 3 
Ball. Serjeant, go along with this Fellow to your Captain, 
give him my humble Service, and I deſire him to diſcharge the 
Wench, tho he has liſted her. . | 
Bull. Ay And if he bent free for that, he (hall have ano- 
ther Man in her. place. | 
Kite. Come, honeſt Friend——You ſhall go to my Quarters: 
inſtead of the Captain's. [Afide,] [ Exennt Kite and Bullock. 
Ball. We maſt get this mad Captain. his Compliment of Men, 
and ſend him a packing, eſſe he'll over-run the Country. 
© Wor. You ſee, Sir, how little he values your Daughter's. 
Diſdain. | i 8 
Ball. 1 like him the better, I was much ſach another Fellow 
at his Age ; I never ſet my Heart upon any Woman fo much as 
to make me uneaſie at the Difappointment, but what was very. 
ſurpriſing both to my ſelf and Friends, I chang'd o'th' ſudden 
from the moſt fickle Lover to be the moſt conſtant Husband in: 
the World; but how goes your Affair with Melinda 2. 
Wor. Very ſlowly, Capid had formerly Wings, but I think in 
this Age he goes upon Crutches, or I fancy Venus has been dal- 
lying with her Cripple Vulcan when my Amour..commenc'd,, 


which has made it go on ſo lamely ; my Miſtreſs has got a Cap- 
tain too, but ſuch a Captain! As I tive yonder he comes. 
Ball. Who? That bluff Fellow in the Saſh. I don't know him. 
Mor. But I engage he knows you, and every Body at firſt ſight; 
his Impudence were a Prodigy, were not his Ignorance propor- 
tionable; he has the moſt univerſal Acquaintance of E * | 


| 


my Dear 
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living, for he won't be alone, and no body will keep him Com- 


pany twice ; then he's a Cefar among the Women, Leni, Vidi, 


ici, that's 2ll. If he has but talk d with the Maid, he wears 
he has laln with the Miſtreſs; but the moſt ſurprizing part of 
his Cliaracter is his Memory, which is the moſt prodigious, and 


the moſt trifling in the World. 


Ball. 1 have met with ſuch Men. and I take this good - for- 


nothing Memory to proceed from a certain Contexture of the 


Brain, which is purely adapted to Impertinencies, and there 
they lodge ſecure, the Owner having no Thoughts of. his own 
to diſturb them. I have known a Man as perfect as a Chrono- 
loger as to the Day and Year of moſt important Tranſactions, 
but be altogether ignorant of the Cauſes, Springs, or Conſe- 
quences of any one thing of moment ; I have known another 


acquire ſo much by Travel, as to tell you the Names of moſt 


Places in Europe, with their Diſtances of Miles, Leagues or 


Hours, as punctually as a Poſt- boy; but for any thing elle, as 


ignorant as the Horſe that carries the Mail. 

Wor. This is your Man, Sir, add but the Traveller's Privi- 
lege of lying, and even chat he abuſes; this is the e * b 
hold the Life! 

Enter Brazen. 
Braz. Mr. Worthy, I'm your Servant, and ſo forth — Heark'e 


Hor. Whiſpering, Sir, before Company i is not Manners, and 


hen no body's by, tis fooliſh. 


Brax. Company! Mor't de ma vie, I beg the Gentleman's 
Pardon, who is he? 3 
Mor. Ask him. FOES 
Brax. So I will ——My Dear, I'm your Servant, and ſo forth, 

your Name, my Dear? 3 
Ball. Very Laconick, Sir. 
Brax. Laconick, a very good Name truly; I have len ſe- 


veral of the Laconicks abroad, poor Jack Laconick ! Hewas kill'd 


at the Battel of Landen. 1 remember that he had a blew Rib- 


bond in his Hat that very Day, and after he tell, we found a 


piece of Neat's Tongue in his Pocket. 1 
Ball. Pray Sir, did the French attack bn; or we them, at 
Landen? _ ; 
Bran. The French attack us! Oons, — are you a Jacobite? 
Ball. 


* 
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Ball. Why that Queſtion? . Pn 
Brax. Becauſe none but a Jacobite cou'd think that the French 
durſt attack us No, Sir, we attack'd them on the 
I have reaſon to remember the time, for I had two and twenty 
Horſes killd under me that Day. 
Wor. Then, Sir, you rid mighty hard. £ 
Ball. Or perhaps, Sir, like my Countryman, you rid upon 
half a dozen Horſes at once. 
Braz. What d'e mean, Gentlemen, I tell you they were kill'd ;, 
all torn to pieces by Cannon-ſhot, except fix that I ſtak d to 
Death upon the Enemies Chevaux de Friſe. pe þ-" 4 
Ball. Noble Captain, may I crave your Name? 
Brax. Brazen, at your Service. 
Ball. Oh, Brazen! A very good Name, I have known ſeve- 
ral of the Brazers abroad. | | (EH 
Mor. Do you know Captain Plume, Sir? | 
Brax. Is he any thing related to Frank Plume in Northampton- 
foire —— Honeſt Frank! Many, many a dry Bottle have we 
crack d hand to fiſt; you muſt have known his Brother Charles 
that was cencern'd in the India Company, he marry'd the 
Daughter of Old Tongue-Pad the Maſter in Chancery, a very - 
pretty Woman, only ſquinted a little; ſhe dy'd in Chi'd-bed of 
her firſt Child, but the Child ſurviv'd, twas a Daughter, but 
whether 'twas call'd Margaret or Marjory, upon my Soul l can't 
remember. But, Gentlemen [Looking on his Match.] I muſt 
meet a Lady, a twenty thouſand Pounder preſently, upon the 
Walk by the Water——IWorthy, your Servant, Laconick, yours. 


— 


Ball. If you can bave ſo mean an Opinion of Melinda, as to 
be jealous of this Fellow, I think ſhe ought to give you Cauſe to- 
be ſo. | N . | 

Mor. I don't think ſhe encourages him fo much for gaining; 
her ſelf a Lover, as to ſet me up a Rival; were there any Cre- 
dit to be given to his words, I ſhou'd believe Melinda had made 
bim this Aſſignation; I muſt go fee—Sir, you'll pardon me. 

Ball. Ay, ay, Sir, you're a Man of Bulinefs ; But what have we: 
got here? Enter Roſe ſinging what ſhe pleaſes... | 
Roſe. And 1 ſhall be a Lady, a Captain's Lady; and ride fingle- 
upon a white Horſe with a Star, upon a Velvet Side-ſaddle, and: 
_ I ſhall go to London and ſee the Tombs and the Lions, and the 
Pp 5 54] Queen. 


— 


ee, 


— 
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Queen. Sir—an't pleaſe your Worſhip, I have often ſeen 1 your 


Worſhip ride thro our Grounds a hunting, begging your Wor- 
hip Pardon——Pray what may chis Lace be worth a Tard? 


[Showing ſome Lace. 
Ball. Right Mecbelin, by chis Light! Where did you or this 
Lace, Child > | 
Roſe. No matter for chat, Sir, 1 come boneftl by 6 
Ball. 1 queſtion it much. f 
Roſe. And ſee here, Sir, a fine Turky-ſhell Snuff. box, and 


* Mangeree, ſee here; ; [She takes Sah e the * 
tain learnt me how to take it with an Air. 


Ball. Obo, the Captain! Now the Murder's out, and fothe 


E 1 taught you to take it with an Air? 


1 


ge. Les, and give it with an Air, en your Wor- 
ſhip pleaſe to taſte my Snuff, {Offers the Box affeS®edly. 
Ball. You'r a very apt Scholar, pretty Maid, and pray what 

did you give the Captain for theſe fine things? 
-- Roſe. He's to have my Brother for a Soldier, and two or hide | 
Sweet-hearts that I have in the Country, they ſhall all go with 
the Captain; O he's the fineſt Man, and the humbleſt withal, 


wou d you believe it, Sir? He carry'd me-up with him to his 


-own Chamber with as much Familiarity, as if I had been the 
beſt Lady in the Land. h 


Ball. O he's a mig ghty familiar Gentleman. as'can 1 | 
Roſe. But I muſt beg your Worſhip's Pardon, I muſt go ſeek 


dut my Brother Bullock. - a [Runs off ff nging. 


Ball. If all Officers took the ſame Method of Recruiting 


with this Gentleman, they might come in time to LW Fathers | 
| _s wow as rpg of their Companies. | 


Enter Plume ſinging. 
Plume. But it is not ſo - 
With thoſe that go 027 Fetal 
Thbro on and I 3 
Moſt 4 ho 
My Maid web the Milking-p 11. | 


[Takes hold on ' Roſe. = 
How, the Juſtice! Then I'm arraign d, condemn d, e exe- 


Ball. Oh, my Noble Captain, 
wn get And ny Noble Pe _ Sir. 


Ps 


— 
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| Plume. 'Sdeath, Child, are you mad? Mir. Balance, lam 
fo full of Buſineſs abont my Recruits, that I ha ut a Moment's 
time to [ have juſt now three or four People to 

Ball. Nay, Captain, I muſt ſpeak to you. 

Roſe, And fo mult I too, Captain. 

Plume. Any other time, Sir ; cannot for my Life, Sir 

Ball. Pray, Sir. 

Plume. Twenty thouſand things — I wou'd but — now, & 
pray ——Deviltake me — 1 cannot — I muſt [Breaks away. 


Ball. Nay, I'll follow you. | [Exzt. 
Roſe, And too. 5 it's i Exit. 
SCENE, the Walk, by = Severn f fie. 
Enter Melinda and ber Maid Lucy. 


Miel. And pray, was it 2 Ring, or Buckle, or Pendants, or 
Knots ; or in what Shape was the Almighty Gold transform d 
chatchas brib'd you ſo much in his Favour ? 

Lac. Indeed, Madam, the laſt Bribe I had was from the Cap- 
tain, and that was only a an piece of Flanders edging tor 
Pinners. s. | 
Mel. Ay, Flanders Lace, is as conſtant a Preſent from Officers 
to their Women, as ſomething elle is from their Women to them. 
They every Year bring over a Cargo of Lace to cheat the Queen 
of her Duty, and her Subjects of their Honeſty. 

Lac. They only barter one ſort of prohibited Goods for ano- 


tber, Madam. 


Mel. Has any of them been banering with you, Mrs. Pert, 
that you talk ſo like a Trader? 
Luc. Madam, you talk as peeviſhly to me as if it were my Fault, 
the Crime is none of mine tho I pretend to excuſe it; tho be 
ſhou'd not ſee you this Week can I help it? But as I was ſaying, 
Madam, his Friend Captain Plume has ſo taken him up theſe 
two Days - 
_ ._ Mel. Pſha ! wou'd his Friend, the e were ty d on his 

Back; I warrant he bas never been ſober ſince that contounded 
Captain came to Town: The Devil take all Officers, I ſay, they. - 


do the Nation more harm by debauching us at home, than tbey/ 


do oo by defending us abroad: No ſooner a Captain comes to 
IT | F 'Town 
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Tow n, 1 all the yo Jo ung Fellows, flock 88. him and wre can * 
keep à Man to our ſelves. 
Lic. One wou d imagine, * by your tomern for Wor- 
thy's Abſence, that you ſhou'd uſe him better when he's with you. 
Mel. Who told you, pray, that! was concern d for his Abſence ? 
I'm only vex'd that I've had nothing ſaid to me theſe two Days: 
One may like the Love, and def; ile the Lover, I hope; as one 
may love the Treaſon, and hate the Traytor. ' Oh! here comes 
another Captain, and a Rogue that has the Confidence to make 
Love to me; but indeed I don't wonder at that, when he has 
the ; to fancy himſelf a fine Gentleman. 
Luc. It he ſhou'd ſpray) th' Aſſignation, Iſbou d be ruin d. Ade. 
Enter Brazen." 
Brax. True to the Touch, Faith. LA de.] 11 ow up all my 
Complements into one grand Platoon, and tire upon her at once. 
Thou peerleſs Princeſs of Salopian Plains, - 
Envy d by Nymph, $1 worſhip'd by the San, | ; 
Bebel how humbly do's the Severn glide, i. a : ZION 
To greet thee Princeſs of the Severn fle. 
Madam, I'm your humble Servant, and all that, Madam 
A fine River this ſame Severn, do you love Fiſhing, Madam pm 
Mel. Tis a pretty melancholy Amuſement for Lovers. 14 
©" Braz. TI go buy Hooks and Lines preſently; for you oſt ow 
Madam, that I have ferwd in Flanders againſt "His French, in 
Hungary againſt the Turks, and in Tangier againſt the Moors, and 
- I was never ſo much in Love before; and ſplit me, Madam, in 
all the — 1 fever made I havè not ſeen ſo inte Woman 
as your Lad 
Mel. Kal Re from all the Men 1 ever ſw 1 never bad fo cle 2 
Complement ; but you Soldiers are the beſt bred Men, that we 


muſt allow. 


Brax. Some of us, Madam, bur there are Brutes among us too, 
very {ad Brates; for my own part, I have always had the good Luck 
to prove agreeable: I' have had very conſiderable Offers, Madam, 
] might have marry'd a German, Princeſs worth Fifty thouſand 
Crowns a Year, but her'Stove diſguſted me ; the Daughter of a 
 Firrkiſp Baſhawfell in Love with me too when I was Priſoner among 
the Infidels, ſhe offer'd to rob her Father of his Treaſure, and 
make her Eſcape with me, but I don't know how, my time was 


Eh come, Hanging and Marriage, you know, g9 by Deſtiny; 
Fate 
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Fate has reſerved me for a Sbrapſbire Lady with twenty thouſand 
Pound —— Do you know any ſuch Perſon; Madam ? 

Mel. Extravagant Coxcomb ! to be ſure a great many Ladies 
of that Fortune wou'd be proud of the Name of Mrs. Brazen. 

Brax, Nay, for that matter, Madam, tliere are Womenof very 
good Quality of the Name of Brazen. 

Enter Worthy. 

Mel. Ol are you there, Gentleman? —— Come, Ca ptain, 
we'll walk this way, give me your Hand. 

Braz. My Hand, Heart's Blood and Guts are at your Service. 
— Mr. Worthy, — your Servant, my Dear. ¶ Exit leading Melinda. 
; | Wor, Death and Fire ! this is not to be born. 

Enter Plume. 


Plume. No more it is, Faith. 


Wor. What? | 
Plume. The March Beer at the "ION I have. been doubly 


ſerving the Queen, railing Men, and raiſing the Exciſe —— 
Recruiting and Elections are good F riends to the Exciſe. 

Wor. You ant drunk ? 
Plume. No, no, whimſical only; I cou d be mighty fooliſh, 
and fancy my ſelf mighty witty z Reaſon wy nenen its Nds. 
but ir nods a little, that's all. Dy VIEW a 

Wor. Then yore juſt fit for a Frolick: Fo ne 

Plume. As fit as cloſe Pinners for a Punk in the Pit. 

Mor. There's your Play then, tecover me that Veſſel from that 
Tangerine. I ICT 

Plume. She's well rigg'd, bar How ** mann'd? ul 

Wor. By Ca ptain Branen that i told you f to Day; the Frigot 
is call'd the Melinda, a firſt Rate I can aſſute you; ſhe ſheer'd 
off with him juſt now on purpoſe to affront me, but according 
to your Advice would take no notice, becauſe I wou d ſcem 00 
be above. 1 Conners for her Behaviour; bur have naar of 3 
QiarreRi od nan | | = 
Plume. No, no, I nevet qudirebuaith. any thing i in my Cups 
TM» but with an Opſter Wench or a Cook Maid, and if hey,b;n't _ 
| civil, I knock em down: But heark'e my Friend, I will make 
| Love und muſt make Love: telle what, W Love 

like a Platoon. C1 _ od 


Mor. A Platoon ! how's that? «11 
Plume. I "kneel, ſtoop andiſtand, r Ladies axe Gain 'd 


by"Platooning. Wor. Here 
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Mor. Here they come; I muſt leave you, Exit. 
Plume. Soh——Now 1 1 look as ſober and demure as a 
Whore at a Chriſtning. 
; Enter Brazen and Melinda. 
| Bras. Who's that, Madam: 
Met. A Brother Officer of yours, I ſuppoſe. Dn - 
Braz. Ay! —— My Dear. [ To Plume. 
Plume. My Dear! | [They ran and embrace. 
Braz. My dear Boy, how is't?-——Your Name, my Dear, if 


I de not miſtaken, I have ſeen your Face. 


Plume. I never ſee your's in my Life; my Dear But there's. a 
Face well knows as the Sun's, that (hines on all, and is by. all 
Sore. 

Braz. Have you any PretenSocn; Sir? 

Plume. Pretenfions! | 

Bra. That is, Sir, have you ever ſerv 4 abrogd > 
Plume. I have ferv'd at Home, Sir; For Ages ſerv d this cruel 
Fair And that will ſerve the turn, Sir. 

Mel. Soh——Betweeu the Fool and the Rake, I ſhall bring a 
fine ſpet of Work upon my hands—I ſee Worthy yondes, I cou d 

be content to be Friends with him woud he come this Way. 

Braz. Will you fight for the Lady, Sir? al 

Plume. No, Sir, but I'll have her notwäthſlanding 

Thon Prerleſ 7 r Salopian Plains, — 

Exvyd by Nymphs, and wo ppd by the Swain. 

Bras, Oons, Sir, not fight for her ! y 

Plume. Prixhee be quiet, I ſhall be ut. 
' 11 2 Behold. how bumbly do's the ren alike rad ob 

-Þ greet thee, Princeſs of the Severn: fide: + 
Braz. Don't mind him, Madam, if be were not {© well dreſt 


| Tthou'd take him for a Poet; but 1'}l/ ſhow the Difference pre- 
ſently Come Madam, wel place you between us, and now 


the longeſt Sword carries her. "Dre, FRY ** 8 
2% U 4M hi Euter Worth yz; 7 


' Mel. Ob! Mr. Worthy, fave me from theſe Madnen.” 


babe | wooden [Runs off with Worthy. - 
"Plone, Ha; ba, A de yum 880 bir; ee ee 
bold Raviſher ? Ta 
Braz. No, Sir, you're my Man. 11 
Plume, dont like * * and I won't beyour Man, 


Brag. 
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Braz. Then you're not worth my Sword. N 
Plume. No! Pray what did it coſt ? XX. a 
Braz. It coſt my Enemies thouſands.of Lives, Sit. 
Plume. Then they had a dear Bargain. 
Enter Silvia dreſt in Man's Apparel. 
Sil. Save ye, fave ye, Gentlemen. 
Braz, My Dear, I'm yours. 
Plume. Do you know the Gentleman ? 
Brax. No, but I will preſently—Your Name, my Dear. 
Sit. Wilfull, Jack Wilfull, at your Serbice. 
Braz. What! The Kentiſh Wilfulls, or thoſ of St ard 
Sil. Both Sir, both; I'm related to all the-Wilfulls in 
and I'm Head of the Fawily at preſent. 
Plume. Do you live in the Country, Sir 2. 
Sil. Yes, Sir, I live where I ſhou'd; I have. neither Home, 
Houſe, nor Habitation beyond. this ſpot of. Ground. 
Braz. What are you, Sr : : J 
Sil. A Rake. | 1 OY 
Plume. In the Army ! ak ume. 
Sil. No, but intend to liſt immediatel)— Lach é, Gentle- 
men, he that bids me faireſt ſhall have me. 
Braz. Sir, I'll prefer you, I'll make you a Corporal this Minute. 
Plume. A Corporal !. I'll make you my n . 
eat with me. | | 
Brax. You ſhall drink with me. 5 
Plume. You ſhall lie with me, you. young Rogue. che, bi : 
Braz. You ſhall receive your Pay, and do no Dyer | 
Sil. Then you muſt make me a Field-Officer. _ 
Plume. Pho, pho, I'll do more than all this, ru make you a 
Corporal, and give you a Brevet for Serjeant. * | 
Bea. Can you read. and write, Sir 2. . 


_ 


n | 
N Then your Buſineſs i is done, Tn. make you ; Chapint 
the Regiment. 
$1. Your Promiſes are ſo equal, that Im at a lo to 5 
there. is one Plume that J hear much commended in Ton, 
which of you is Captain Plumes 05 ee + 
_— Im Captain: Pl. r 
"IE" No, no, Iam Captain Plume, . 8 
* Hey day! * e 1 


88 wy — be. 


Plume. Captain Plume, Im your Servant, my Dear. 
Braz. Captain Brazen, I'm yours The Fellow dare not 
fight. © Enter Kite, goes to whiſper Plume. 
Kite. Sir, if you pleaſe——— e 
Plume. No, no, there's your Captain — Captain Plume, your 
Serjeant here has got ſo drunk he miſtakes me for you. 
Braz. He's an incorrigible Sot——Here, my Hector of Hol- 
bourn, forty Shillings for you. 
Plume: 4 forbid” the, Banes— kool e, Friend, vou ſhall liſ 


with Brazen. 


N 5 fee Captain "ORE bang firſt, I wilt lift with l 
ptaln Plaue; I'm a free: born Engliſhmar, and will be a Slave 
= own way——Looke, Sir, will you ſtand by me? [ To Brazen 
Bras. | warrant you, my Lad. 
an. Then T will all you, Captain Brazen ¶ To Plume. ] that 
Jou are an ignorant, pretending, impudent Coxcomb. 
Bras. Ay, ay, a fad Dog. | 
SH, A my ſad Dog, give me the Money Noble Captain Plume. 
327 A hold, then you won't lift with Captain Brazen ? 


on! 5 4 
3 Neyer mi Mini child, In end the Diſpute Preset 
ot HY Kean FIN Wind 4 = Plume to ove fide of the Ny and 
BOY NO! 8 (entertains him in dumb Show. 
855 Sir, be in the plain Coat is n 7 Im his Ser. 
will take my Oath —_— | 
7285 Are you Serjeant Ke 2 
9 Seryite. dos: 
B hen wor d ttake your Oath Fora Fatthing 
—_— Then Totlerfatiding Yourb of bes agel Pray Sir, let 
me look you full in the Face. a * 
Sil. Well, Sir, what have you to bay: toy Face? 


15 | very. Image and Superſcription of my "AY two 
$3 Mn Ge wete never fo like; fute * eaſt be 
Charles. C 


7 | arjes 953 
b "Sie, What f 


— —— CEE — — 
A os * 
— A PSY N r 


eee, e wo? 2 | 


Nie. "Th 15 too, only à little vatiation u fa ut flat; 

my dear Brother, for I muſt en yo ſo if you bond havethe 

Fortune to enter into the moſt Noble Hirt) of che Sword, be- 
ſpeak you for a Comrade, eme 07,041 mY 


a No: Sir, cu = F Comrade e 23 
Kite. 


— — —— 8 0 — — — ——— See eee es . 
F : k . 
_ 4 Fr 1 
of” . 
- - 
1 4 : 
- 
\ 
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Nie. Ambition! There again, tis a noble Paſſion for à Sol- 
dier; by that I gain d this glorious Halberd. Ambition! I ſee 
a Commiſſion in his Face already, pray noble Captain give me 
leave to ſalute you. 19 to 5 iſs her. 
Sil. What! Men kiſs one another! 
Kite. We Officers do, tis our way; we © live together like Man ; 


and Wife, always either kiſſing or fighting But I ſee a Storm a 
coming. 

Sil. Serjeant, I ſhall ſee who is your Captain by your | 
knocking down the tother. 

Kite. My Captain ſcorns Aſſiſtance, Sir. 8 

Brax. How dare you contend for any ang 5 not dare to- 
draw your Sword ? But you're a young Fellow, and have not 
been much abroad, I excuſe that; but prithee rfl 8 the Man, 
prithec do, you're a very honeſt Fellow. 

Plume Tou lye, and you're a Son of # Whore/ MEISE 

[ Draws, and makes un to Brüzen. 

„ [ Retiring J Hold, hold; did not you refuſe to fight for 
the Lady? © 
Plume. I always do, but for a Man Til fight Knee deeng logen 
ye again. Plume and Brazen fight a Traverſe or two abdW'the 
Stage; Silvia draws, and is held by Kite, who | ſounds 10 Armut h 
bir Month. takes vn! in bis Arms; and carries when off the Stage. 


Braz. Hold Where's the Man? {2 143 10-9706 © 

Plume. Gone. 

Braz. Then what do we fight for'? [Pate 7.4 Now le Sem. 
brace, my Dear.” 
Plume. With all my deut my Dear, [Pure 7 71 lappols 
Kite has liſted him by this time. | They embrave. 


Bræz. You're a brave Fellow, I always fight with a Man bez 
fore I make him my Friend; and if once I find he will fight, Þ 
never quatrel with him afterwards—And now Ill telt you a Secret 

my dear Friend that Lady that we frighted out o: the Walk juſt um• | 
t found in Bed this Morning. ſo beautiful, fo inviting I preſent- 
ly lock d the Door But I'm a Man of Honour — But 1 | 
ſhall marry her nevertheleſs ; her twenty thouſand” Pound ou 
know will be a pretty Convenience, I had an Aſſiguation with. 


her here, but your coming ſpoil &'my Sport, cufſe 9e e Dear; 
But don't do fo again. i OL 

* Flums. No, o, my drar, Men are * Buſ nefo atileſent Aalen, 
A. C N 


3 Las 4 


The ba . 
e T W. 
1 wo 5 berxe of the Walk coins 
1 1 8851 — | Roſe and Bullock meeting. 
Roſe. 'Where have you been, you great Booby, you en 
| out o'th' wa in the time of Pretermeat ? 
Bull. Preferment! who ſhou'd prefer me 2 


e -thon'd prafer a Man but 2 
Women? (Come throw away that great Club, bold up your 


| Ab Rav Hat, and look bi 
| 2 Ab 
| | | N Folk think of; this genteel Breeding never comes into the 


. 
. T3 


55 without a Train of Followers. Here has been Cart- 
8 - wheel. our Sweet heart, what wil become o him: 
Nee. Lock e, I'm a great Woman, and will provide for my 
Relations 3 1 told the Captain bow finely he could play upon the 
Taran Pipe, ſo he bas ſet him down for a Drum-Vajor. 
£ Navy, Foſter, why did not you keep that Place for me? 
Tou know always lov'd to be a .. if it were but on a 
Table, or on a Quart Pot. 1 | 
Enter Silvia. 
il. Had 1 but a Commiſſion in my Pocket l fancy my 118 
wou d become me as well as any ranting Fellow. of” um all ; for 


1 4 
. , 
- 


* Air to be the principal Ingredients in the Compoſition of a 
tai. — What's hone: Roſe my Nurſe's Daughter? III — 
Sie — Come, Child, kiſs me at once, [ Kiſſes Roſe. ] And her Bro- 
I ther too! Well, honeſt Dungfork, do you know the Diffe- 
|| _  Sence between a Horſe Cart; and a Cart Horſe, eh? | 
. Huli. I that your Worlipisa Captain by your Cloaths : 
8 . Suppoſe | were, wou'd you be contented to liſt, Friend >: 1 
ow Ub No, no, tho' your Worſhip be a handſome Man, there 
| beg 


as ſine as you; my Brother is engag d to 88 | 

| lune do you know Captain Plane? 
L pry Jes, 1 do, "und be knows ml took the very 
3 2 "ap bh 95 i. 


g. 5 
Nuoſe, Ruoſe, I fear ſomebody will look big ſooner 


I take a bold Step, a rakiſh:Toſs, a ſmart Cock; and an impudent 
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Ribbands out of his Shirt Sleeves, and put them into my Shoes, — 
See there I can alture that I can do any thing with the 
Captain. 

Bull. That is, in a modeſt way, Sir. 
you ſay, Ruoſe, don't ſhame your Parenta 

Roſe. Nay, for that matter I am not fo m mple as to ſay that ! 
can do any thing with the Captain, but what I may do with any 


body elſe. 
- Sil. Soh,! — and pray what do you expect from this Cap- 


tain, Child ? i 
Noſe. expect, Sir! I expect, —— but he order d me to tell 


no body but ſuppoſe that he ſhou d promiſe to marry me. 

Sil. You ſhou d have a care, my Dear, Men will promiſe any 
thing before- hand. 
Rofe. I know that, but he 8 to marry me afterwards. 
Buell. Wauns, Ruoſe, what have you ſaid? 


Sil. Afterwards! after what? | 
Roſe. After I had ſold him my Chickens, — I t toys there's no 


Harm in that, tho' there be an ugly Song of Chickens and _ 


ragus. 
Enter Plume. 
Plume. What! Mr. Mil full, ſo cloſe with my Market Woman! 
Sil. Vkery. if he loves her. [Aſde.] Cloſe, Sir! ay, and cloſer 
yet, Sir eon my pretty Maid, you and [ will withdraw 
a little 
Plume. No, 90 Friend, I ban't done with her yet. 
Sil. Nor have l begun with her, ſo I have as good a Right 
As you have, 
v4 7 Thou art a bloody impadent Fellow — let * go, 
1 Pl | 8 
95 Do you let her go. 


Plume. Entendex vous R mon petit Gaſes, 


Oil. Ouy. 


Plume. 5 voulez; vous . va vous  emoller = wy Companie, la 


Auna ll. ſera à vous. 
Sil. Aves vous couche aver elle. 
Plume. Non. ac | 
Sil. A ure ment? | S. cat Te; 5 - 5 
| 3 Ma for. G : * | 25 : 
Sil. Ceſt aſſes 5— 5 ſerai votre du. ee 
| WA | Sc} e G *2: Plume, La 


Have a care what 


of my Fortune in 
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Plume. La prenez donc — TI change a Woman for a Man at 
any time. 

Roſe. But 1 hope, Captain, -you won't part with me. [Gy 6. 
I have heard before indeed that you Captains uſe to fell your Men. 
, 715% [Crying] Pray, Captain, don' t ſend Ruoſe to the . 

1 | 

Plume. Ha, ha, ha, Weſft-Indies ! no, no, my honeſt Lad, give 
me thy Hand, nor you, nor ſhe ſhall move a ſtep farther than I 
do. — This Gentleman is one of us, and will be kind to you, 
Mrs. Roſe. 

- Roſe. But will you be ſo kind to me, Sir, as the Captain won d 

Sil. 1 can't be altogether ſo kind to you, my Circumſtances 
are not ſo good as the Captain's but 11 take care of you, 
upon iny Word. 

Plume. Ay, ay, well all take care of her, — She ſhall livelikea 
Princeſs, and her Brother here ſhall be — what wou'd you be? 

Bull. Ah! Sir, if you had not promis d the Place of. Drum- 
Major, 

. Ay, that is promis d — but what think ye of Barrack- 
Maſter 2 You're a Perſon of Underſtanding, and Barrack-Maſter 
you ſhall be. But what's become of this ſame Cartwheel you 
told me of, my dear ? = 

_ Roſe. We'll go fetch him Come, Brother Basel. Maſter 
We ſhall find you at home, noble Ci ptain ? [Ex. R. and B. 

Plume. Yes, yes — and now, Sir, here are your torty Sbillings. 

Sil. Captain Plume, I deſpiſe your Liſting- money, it Ido ſerve, 
tis purely for Love —— of that Wench I mean; for you muſt 
know, that 200%g my other Sallies, I have ſpent the beſt part 

earch of a Maid, and cou d never find one bi- 
therto; ſo you may be aſſur d that I won't ſell my Freedom under 
a leſs Purchaſe than I did my Eſtate, — ſo before I Liſt 1 muſt 
be certify d that this Girl is a Virgin. 
Plume. Mr. HVil full, Ican t tell how you can be certify d in that 
wine, till you try, but upon my Honour ſhe-may be'a Veſtal for 
ought that I know to the contrary. 1 gain'd her Heart in- 
deed by ſome trifling Preſents and Promiſes, and knowing that 
the beſt Security for a Woman's Soul is her Body, wou d have 
made my ſelf Maſter of that too, had not the Jealouße of __ im- 
5 pertinent Landlady interpos c. 
Fl. So you only want an Opportinity: for nccowphihin g your 
"Deſigns ppon her: Plume. Not 


— 
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Plume. Not at all, I have already gain d my Ends, which were 


only the drawing in one or two of her Followers; the Women, 
you know, are the Loadſtones every where — gain the Wives, 


and you're careſsd by the Husbands; pleaſe the Miſtreſſes, and 


you are valu'd by their Gallants; ſecure an Intereſt with the fineſt 


Women at Court, and you procure the Favour of the greateſt. 


Men: So kiſs the prettieſt Country Wenches, and you are ſure 
of liſting the luſtieſt Fellows. Some People may call this Artifice, 
but I term it Stratagem, ſince it is ſo main a part of the Service — 
Beſides, the Fatigues of Recruiting is ſo intollerable, that unleſs 
we cou'd make our ſelves ſome Pleature amidſt the Pain, no mor- 
tal Man wou'd be able to bear it. 3 

Sil. Well, Sir, I'm ſatisfy'd as to the Point in Debate — 
But now let me beg you to lay aſide your Recruiting Airs, put 


on the Man of Honour, and tell me plainly what Uſage I muſt 


expect when I'm under your Command. 

Plume. You mult know in the firſt place then, that [ hate to 
have Gentlemen in my Company, for they are always troulje- 
{ome and expenſive, ſometimes dangerous; and tis a conſtant 
Maxim among us, That thoſe who know the leaſt, obey the beſt. 
Notwithſtanding all this, I find ſomething fo agreeable about 
you, that engages.me to court your Company; and I cau't tell 


how it is, but Iſhou'd be uneaſy to ſee you under the Command 
of any body elſe. — Your Uſage will chiefly depend upon your 


Behaviour, only this you mult expect, that if you commit a (mall 
Fault 1 will excuſe it, if a great one, I'll diſcharge yau, for ſome- 
thing tells me I ſhall not be able to puniſh you. 


Sil. And ſomething tells me, that if you do diſcharge me twill 


be the greateſt Puniſhment you will infli& ; for were we this mo- 
ment to go upon the greateſt Dangers in your Profeſſion, they 
wou'd be leſs terrible to me, than to ſtay behind you. And 
now your Hand, —— this liſts me —— and now you are my 
pts. 154180 8 
Plume. Your Friend [ Kiſſes her.] 'Sdeath! there's ſome- 
thing in this Fellow that charms me. $2; 

Sil. One Favour I muſt beg This Affair will make ſome 
Noiſe, and I have ſome Friends that wou'd cenſure my Conduct 
if I threw my ſelf into the Circumſtances of a private Centinel of 
my own Head, I muſt therefore take care to be impreſs'd by the 


Act of Parliament, you ſhall leave that to me ——- "OI 
_ G 2 Plume, What 


—— 


. 1 Recrwithig Officer. 


Plure. What you pleaſe as to that —— Will you lodge at my 


- Quarters in the mean time? You ſhall have part of my Bed. 


Sil. O fie, lye with a Common Soldier! wou'd not you 
rather lye with a common Woman ? 
Plume. No, Faith, 1 am not that Rake that the World ima- 
gines, I have got an Air of Freedom, which People miſtake for 
Lewdnefs in me, as they miſtake Formality in others for Religion; 
the World is all a Cheat, only I take mine which is undeſign'd to 
be more excuſable than theirs, which is hypocrirical ; I hurt no 
body but my (elf, and they abuſe all Mankind —— Will you lye 
with me? 


Sil. No, no, Captain, you forget Boſe, ſhe's to be my Bed- 


Fellow you know. 


Plume. I had forgot, pray be kind to her. er ſeverally. 
Enter Melinda and Lucy. 25 
Mal. Tis the greateſt Misfortune in Nature for a Women to 
want a Confident, we are ſo weak that we can do nothing with- 


out Aſliſtance, and then a Secret racks us worſe than the Cho- 
lick; Fmat this Minute ſo ſick of a Secret, that I'm ready to 


faint away help me, Lucy. 
Lac. Bleſs me, Madam, what's the matter? 


Mel. Vapours only I begin to recover 


if Silvia 


were in Town, I cou'd heartily e =_ F aults 85 the Eaſe of 


diſcovering my own. 
Luc. You're: thoughtful, Madam, am not 1 worthy to know - 


= | 52 Cauſe ? * 


| Mel. You're a Servant, an a Secret wou d make you fancy. 
Luc. Not unleſs you ſhou'd find fault without a Cauſe; Madam. 

- MeL Caufe or not Cauſe, I muſt not loſe the Pleaſure of chi- 
ding when I pleaſe; Women muſt difcharge their Vapours ſome 
where, and before we get Husba nds, our Servants mult . 
to bear with um. 

Luc. Then, . vou tadditermaiſe me to a degree above 
a Servant, you know my Family, and that five hundred Pound 
wou d ſet me upon the Foot of a Gentlewoman, and make me 
worthy the Confidence of any Lady in the Land; beſides, Ma- 


dam, twill extremely « encourage me in the great Deſi 80 that i now 
| bave in hand. 


2 Mel. I don c find 4s your Deſign can be ing great PEAR 


tage to Jou, "twill me me _ in the Humour 1 have of 


being 
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being reveng'd on the Fool for his Vanity of making Love to 
me, ſo 1 dou't much care if I do promiſe you five hundred 
Pound the Day of my Marriage. 

Lie. That is the way, Madam, to make me diligent in the 
Vocation of a Confident, which I think is generally to bring 
People together. 

Mel. O, Lucy, I can hold my Secret no longer vou muſt; 
know that hearing of the famous Fortune: teller in Town, I went 
diſguis d to ſatisfie a Curioſny which has. colt me dear; that 
Fellow is certaiuly the Devil, or one of his Boſom-ia yourites; 
he has told me the moſt ſurpriſing things of my paſt Life—— 

Luc. Things paſt, Madam, can hardly be reckon d ſurpriſing; 


becauſe we know them already; did he tell you any thing ſur- 


pri ng that was to come. 
Mel. One thing very ſurprizing, he aid I ſhou'd die a Maid: 


Luc. Die a Maid — Come into the World for nothing! Dear 
Madam, if you ſhou'd believe him, it might come to paſs; for 
the bare Thought on't might kill one in four and twenty 
Hours—And did you ask bim any Queſtions about me? 

Mel. You! Why, I paſs'd for you. 


Luc. So tis I that am to die a Maid-—Bnt the Devil was A 


Lyar from the beginning, he can't make me die a Maid—1 ha ve 
put it out of his Power already. 

Mel. I do but jeſt, I wou'd have paſs d for you, and call'd m 
ſelf Lucy, but he preſently told me my Name, my Quality, my: 
Fortune, and gave me the whole Hiſtory of my Lite; he told 


me of a Lover I had in this Country, and deſcrib d Worthy ex- 


actly, but in nothing ſo well as in his preſent —— — 

T fled to him for Refuge here to day He never ſo much as in- 
courag d me in my Fright, but coldly told me that he was ſorry 
for the Accident, becauſe it might give the Town cauſe to cen- 
ſure my Conduct; excus d his not waiting on me home, made 


me a careleſs Bow, and walk'd off. Sdeath, I cou'd have ſtabd 


bim, or my ſelf, twas the hen thing—Yonder he comes 


I will fo ſlave him. 
Lic. Don't exaſperate him, ond der what the fortune teller 


told you, Men are fcarce; and as Times go, it is not impoſſible 


| for a Woman to die a Maid. ; 
| Enter Worthy. 


Mel. No matter. 4 


Wor, 
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Mor. I find ſhe's warm'd, I muſt- ſtrike while the Iron is hot, 
—You have a great deal of Courage, Madam, to venture into 
the Walks where you were ſo late frighted. 

Mel. And you have a Quantity of Impydence to appear be- 
fore me, that you have fo lately affronted, a 

Wor. I had no deſign to affront you, nor appear before you 
either, Madam; I left you here, becauſe I had Buſineſs in ano- 
ther Place, and came hither chinking to meet another Perſon. 

Mel. Since you find your ſelf diſappointed, I hope youll 

withdraw to another part of the Walk. 

Mor. The Walk is as free for me as you, Madam, aud broad 
enough for us both. [They walk one by another, he with his Hat 
cocks, ” ſhe fretting and tearing her Fan.] Will you pleaſe to take 
Snuff. Madam. [He offers ber his Box, ſhe ſtrikes it aut of his 
band, while he is gathering it up, enter Braz. who 1 Melinda 
ae the Middle, ſhe cuffs bim. | 

Braz. What! Here before me ! My Dear. 

Mel. What means this Infolence ? | 

Luc. [Runs to Braz. ] Are you mad? Don't you ſee Mr. Warthy 2 


i 2 , + Braz. No, no, Tm ſtruck blind Vorthy ! "Adfo, well wed. 


my Miſtreſs has Wit at ber Fingers ends — adam. Lask your 


Man. 
Por. I don't envy your e very much, 7 the Lady 


Lan afford no other fort of Favonry but what he has beſtow d up- 
on mn. 

"Md. Im fotry the Favor miſcarry' a, for! it was deſi 1gn' d for 
. you, Mr. Worthy; and be aſſur d, tis tlie laſt and only Favour 
3 you mu ft expect at my hands—Captain, Lask your Pardon —— 

Exit with Lucy. 

Braz. [ grant it——You ſee, Mr. Hartly, twas only a ran- 
| dom ſhot, it might ha taken off your Head as well as mine 
Courage, . my Dcar, tis the Fortune of War——But the Enemy 
bas thought fit to withdraw, I thick. 
Mor. Withdraw! Oons, Sir, what d'ye mean by withdraw? 


Brax. Fl ſhow you. LExit. 
Mor. She's loſt, irrecoverably loſt, and Plum? s Advice has ru- 


ll ind me; '(deatb, why ſhou'd I that knew her haughty PIR 


be ru d by a Man that 3 is a ranger to her Pride. 


g 9 — 


; 8 a ; [ ; 4 Enter 
1 | + 


pardon, tis our Way hand —.—. Mr. Hen. you re the ha PPY . 
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| Enter Plume | 
Plane. Ha, Ni ha, a Battel Royal; don't from og Man; 
e's: your own, I telle; I ſaw the fury of her Love in the Ex- 
tremity of her Paſſion, 'the Wildneſs of her Anger is a certain 


ſign that ſhe loves you to Madneſs ; that Rogue, Kite, began 


the Battel with abundance of Conduct, and will bring you off 
victorious, my Life on't; be plays his Part admirably, ſhe's to 
be with him again preſently. 

Wor. But what cou'd be the meaning of Brazen's Familiarity. 


with ber. 
Plume. You are no Logician if you pretend to draw Conſe- 


quences from the Actions of Fools, there's no arguing by the 


Rule of Reaſon upon a Science without Principles, and ſuch is 
their Conduct; Whim, unaccountable Whim, hurries them on, 


like a Man drunk with Brandy before ten a Clock in the Mor- 


ning hut we loſe our ſport, Kite has * d above an Hour 
ago, ee vox 3 Le . LExeunt. + 


5 8 0 EN E, 4 Chants, 4 Table Ja Books and Globes: 


TW. 
* 


Whore, Saturn an Alderman, 
jeant of Cranadeers — And this is the Siſter of Kite the Con- 


Kite diſgits 4s in a ſtrange 2 and ſitting at the Table. 


3 Rigg. By the Poſi 1 of the Heavens, i 
my Obſervation upon theſe Celeſtial Globes, I find that Lura 
was a Tide-waiter, Sol a Surveyor, Mercury a Thief, Venus u. 

Topire a Rake, and Mars a Ser- 


ver, " T 
Euter plume and Worthy. ” 3 

Plume. Well, what Succeſs? - | 
Kite. I have ſent, away a Shoemaker * A Taylor e 


one's $0 be a Captain of Marines, and the other a; Major of 


Dragoons, Lam to nagt them at Night — Have] you ſeen the 


Lady Mr. Mortis? 


Mor. Ay, But it won't do Have you ow'd her Ber Name 
that I tore off from the bottom of the Letter? 

Kite. No, Sir, Ireſerve that for the laſt [troak.. 

Plume. What Letter? 


Wore, One that I woud not let you 5 for x fear 505 rh 4 


+ — break: 


- 
Oe — tn — ¶— le 2 —T——— T — 


. 
— __=_r 
Pe 


_ ---- T he Reining Office 
break Melinda's Windows in good earneſt. [Knocking at the Door, 
Kite. Officers to your Poſt'— [¶Exeunt Worthy wit Plume.) 
Ticho mind the Door. ¶ Servant opens the Door, and enter a Smith. 
Smith. Well, Maſter, are you the cunning ; Man ? 
ne, am the learn d Copernicus. - 
Smith. Well, Maſter Coppernoſe, I'm * A poor Man, and1 
can't afford above a Shilling for my Fortune. 
Kite. Perhaps, that is more than 'tis worth. 
Smith. Lock e, Doctor, Let me have ſomething thats good 
for my Shilling, or I'll have my Money again. 
Kite. If there be Faith in the Stars, you ſhall have your Shil- 
ling forty fold. You're hand, Countryman—You: are "of Trade - 
a Smith.” 
Smith. How the Devil ſhou d you know that? 
Kite. Becauſe the Devil and you are Brother Tradeſmen—— 
You were born under Forceps. ; | 
Smith, Forceps ! What's that? 
Kite. One of the Signs; there's Leo, S | rk 
Dixmude, Namar, Bruſſels, Charleroy, and ſo forth Twelve of 
em Let me ſee——Did you ever make any Bombs or Can- 8 


nons Bullets. 


Smith. Not l. 
Kite. You either have, or will — The Stars have 3 


K. that you ſhall A muſt have more _— Sir, Jour For- 
| E 7 

| 

1 
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Latie's great 
Smith, F aith, Doctor, I have no more. E85 

Kite, O. Sir, I! truſt you, and take it out of your Arrears. 

Synth. Arrears! What Arrears? x 

Wiz Kite. The hve hundred Pound that's Ow1ng | to you from the : 

7s Government. 


3 Smith. Owing "IP | | | 

1 Kite. Owing you, Sir Let me e. your tother hand- beg 
Th Your pardon, it will be owing to you; and the Rogug of an 
14 wr will demand fifty per Cent. For a F ortnigbes Advance. 

1 Smith. I'm in the Clouds, Doctor, all this While. 

19 Kite. So am I, Sir, among the Stars In two Years, three 
Months, and two Hours, you will be made Captain of the rorges 
I + tothe grand Train of Artillery, and will have ten Shilli 
1 Bay, and two Servants ; tis the Decree of the Stars, and of 5 : 
115 A Stars, that are as immoveable as your Anvil — Strike, Sir, 
Vite the Iron is bot—Fly, Sir, be gone——  Swith, 
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Smith. What, what wou'd you have me do, Doctor? I wiſh 
the Stars wou'd put me in a way for this fine Place. 

Kite. The Stars do Let me ſee — Ay, about an Hour hence 
walk careleſly into the Market-place, and you'll ſee a tall ſlender 

Gentleman cheapning a Pen'worth of Apples, with a Cane hang- 
ing upon his Button This Gentleman will ask you — W har'sa_ 
Clock—He's your Man, and the Maker of your Fortune; follow 
him, follow him: And now go home, and take leave 'of your 

Wife and Children An Hour hence exactly i is your time 
_  Omith. A tall {lender Gentleman you ſay! With a Cane, pray 8 
what ſort of a Head has the Cane? 

Kite. An Amber Head, with a black Ribband. 

Smith. But pray, of What Employment is the Gentleman? 

Kite. Let me ſee — He's either a Collector of the Exciſe, a Ple- 

nipotentiary, or a Captain of Granadeers I can't tell cad 
which — But hel] call you honeſt Jour Name 1 is 

Smith. Thomas. 

Kite. Right, he'll call you honeſt Tow: 

Smith. But how the Devil ſhou'd he know my Name ? 
Kite. O, there are ſeveral ſorts of Toms Tom a Lincoln, 

Tom-tit, Tom Telltroth, Tom o Bedlam, Tom e 
the Door. Be gone An Hour hence preciſely — 

Smith. You ſay he'll ask me what's a Clock? 

Kite. Moſt certainly, and you l anſwer Lou don't know, 
and be ſure you look at St. Mary's Dial, for the Sun won't ſhine, 
and if it ſhou'd, you won't be able to tell the Fi igures. 

Smith. I will, I will. 33 | [Exit. 

Plume. [ Behind. well done, Conj Jurer, go on and proſper. 

Kite. As you were. 


Enter a n | | 
Kite. What! My old Friend Pluck, the Butcher Nel offer's 
e ſurly Bull- -dog five Guineas. this Morning, and he retus'd it. 
| Aſide.] 
But. So, Maſter Conjurer — — Heres half a Crown——And 
now you muſt underſtand 


Kite. Hold, Friend, I know your Buſineſs beforehand. 
But. Youre deviliſh cunning then; for I don't well know it 
my (elf. 

"Kite. I know more than you, Friend Fan have a fooliſh - 


Saying, that ſuch a one knows no more than the Man- in- the- 
H | Moon; Te 


| 
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Moon; I tell you the Man in the Moon knows more than all the 
| Men under the Sun, don't the Moon ſee all the World? 
Bat. All the World ſee the Moon, I muſt confeſs. 
Kite. Then ſhe muſt fee all the World, that's certain — Give 
me your hand---You are by Trade either a Butcher or a Surgeon. 
I | But. True Il am a Butcher. 
| | Kite. And a Surgeon you will be, the Employinents differ 
| only in the Name+ He that can cut up an Ox, may difle& a 
Man; and the ſame Dexterity that cracks a Marrow-bone, will 
cut off a Leg or an Arm. 5 
* But. What d'ye mean, Doctor, what d ye mean? 
Kite. Patience, Patience, Mr. u een General, the Stars are < 
great Bodies, and move ſlowly. . of 
Bit. But what d ye mean by Surgeon General, Doctor? 
Kite. Nay, Sir, if your Worſhip won't have Patience, [ muſt 
beg the Favour of your Worſhip's abfence. 
But. My Worſhip, my Worſhip! But why my y Worlhip?. 
Kite. Nay, then I have done. row Hot © - ot: Pate 
But. Pray, Doctor. | 
Kite. Fire and Fury, Sir, [Riſer in a Paſſion} do you think 
the Stars will be — d Do the stars owe you any Money, . 
Sir, that you dare to dun their. Lordſhips at this rate Sir, I 
am Porter to the Stars, and Jam n to & no Dun come 
near their Doors. 
But. Dear Doctor, I never had lay Deeds with the Stars, 
they don't owe me a Penny ——— But ſince you are the Porter, 
.pleaſe to _—_ of this Half Crown to drin m_ Health, and | 
don't be angry. 
Kite. Lair oe - ſee your 12 then, once ee e has 9 
been Gold Five Guineas, my F ricnd, in this very hand this 
Morning. 
But. Nay, then he is the Devil pray, Doctor, were you 
born of a Woman, or did you come into the World of your 
own Head? 
Kite. That's a Secret This Gold \ was 5 offer d you: by a pro- 
per handſome Man call'd Hawk, or Buzzard, or ; 
But. Kite you mean. 21 
Kite. Ay, ay, Kite. 
B.. As errant a Rogue as ever carry d a r Halbard⸗ -le im- 
ou Raſcal my have —_ d me or a Soldier. * oy 
PD „ 


— 
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Kite. A Soldier! A Man of your Subſtance for à Soldier! 
Your Mother has a hundred Pound in hard Money lying at this 
Minute in the hands of a Mercer, not forty Yards from this Place. 

But. Oons, and ſo ſhe has; but very few know fo much. 

Kite. I know it, and that Rogue, what's his Name, Kite, 
knew it? And offer'd you five Guineas to liſt, becauſe he knew 
your poor Mother wou d give the hundred for your Diſcharge--- 

But. There's a Dog now 'Fleſh, Doctor, Ill give you 
Four half Crown, and tell me that this ſame Kite will be 
_ hang. ; | 


Kite. He's in as much Danger as any Man in the County of 
Salop. © | | 
N Bur There's you're Fee But you have forgot the Sur- 


eon General all this while. 7 
Kite. You put the Stars in a Paſſion [Looks on his Books. 
Did you ne- 


fc 
DO 


But now they're pacify d again Let me ſee 
ver cut off a Man's Leg? 
But. No. 555 

Kite. Recollect, pray. 

But. I ſay no. : 

Kite, That's ſtrange, wonderful ſtrange ; but nothing is 
ſtrange to me, ſuch wonderful Changes have I ſeen The 
ſecond, or third, ay, the third Campaign that you make in 
Flanders, the Leg of a great Officer will be ſhatter'd by a great 
Shot; you will be there accidentally, and with your Cleaver 
chop off the Limb at a Blow: In ſhort, the Operation will be 
* harſh with ſo much Dexterity, that with the general Ap- 
plauſe you will be made Surgeon General of the whole Army. 

But. Nay, for the matter of cutting off a Limb ——Pll do't 
u dot with any Surgeon in Europe, but I have no Thoughts 


of making a Campaign. 


Kite. You have no Thoughts ! What matter for your 


Thoughts? The Stars have decreed it, and you mult go. 
But. The Stars decree it! Oons, Sir, the Juſtices can't preſs me. 
Kite. Nay, Friend, tis none of my Buſineſs, I ha' done 
Only mind this 
hence That's all- Farewel. [ Going. 
But. Hold, hold, Doctor, Surgeon General! Pray what is the 
Place worth, pray. | 
Lite. Five hundred Pound a bog beſide Guineas for Claps. 
3 | 11 2 But. 


You'll know more an Hour and a half 
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But. Five hundred Pound a Year! An Hour and half 
hence you, lay ? 
Kite. Prithee Friend be quiet, don't be ſo conan < — 
Here's ſuch a Work to make a Booby Butcher accept of five hun- 
dred Pound a Year — But if you muſt hear it I tell you 
in ſhort, you'll be ſtanding in your Stall an Hour and half hence, 
and a Gentleman will come by with a Snuff. box in his hand, 

and the tip of his Handkerchief hanging out of his right Pocket 
He'll ask you the Price of a Loyn of Veal, and at the 
ſame time ſtroak your great Dog upon the Head, and call him 
Chopper. | 

But. Mercy upon us 


— Chopper is the Dog's 4:20 

Kite. Look'e there What 1 (ay is true, things that are 
to come muſt come to paſs Get you home, ſel] off your 
Stock, don't mind the whining and the ſniveling of your Mo- 
| ther and your Siſter, Women always hinder Preferment ; make 
what Money you can, and follow that Genfleman His 
Name begins with a P Mind that There will be 
the Barber's Daughter too, that you promis'd Marriage to, ſhe 
will be pulling and haleing you to pieces. 

But. What! Know Sally too? He's the Devil, and he needs 
muſt go that the Devil drives——{Going.] The tip of his Hand- 
kerchief out of his left Pocket? 

Kite. No, no, his right Pocket, if i it be the left, 'tis none of 
the Man. 

But. Well, well, I'll mind him. % Exit. 

Plume. [ Behind with hisPocket-book.] The right Pocket, you ** 

Kite. I hear the ruſtling of Silks, Knocking.) F Fly, Sir, 't 


Madam Melinda. 
Enter Melinda and Lucy. 
Kite. Hebo, Chairs for the Ladies. 5 
Mel. Dont trouble your ſelf, we ſhan t ſtay, Doctor. 
Kite. Your -Ladylhip is to ſtay much longer than you imagine. 
Mel. For what? 
Kite. For a Husband- 


For your part, Madam, [To Lacy.) 


you won't {tay for a Husband. 
Luc. Pray, Doctor, do you converſe with the Stars, or with 
the Devil? 
Kite. With both; when I have the Deſtinies of Men in 
ſearch, I conſult the Stars, when the Affairs of Women come un- 
der my hand, I adviſc with myt 'other Friend. = Mel. 


- 


IT)be Recruiting Officer. W 
Mel. And have you rais'd the Devil upon my account ? 
Kite, Yes, Madam, and he's now under the Table. 


Luc. Oh! Heavens protect us---- dear Madam, let us be gone. 
Kite. If you be afraid of him, why do you come to conſult him? 


Mel. Don't fear, Fool. Do you think, Sir, that becauſe lim 


a Woman I'm to be fool'd out of my Reaſon, or frighted out of 
my Senſes? Come, ſhow me this Devil. 
Cite. He's a little buſie at preſent, but when he has done he 
- ſhall wait on you. 
Mel. What is he doing ? 
Kite. Writing your Name in his Pocket-book. 
Mel. Ha, ha, ha, my Name! pray what have you or he to 
do with my Name ? 


Kite. Looke, fair Lady, the Devil is a very modeſt Per- 


ſon, he ſeeks no body unleſs they ſeek him firſt; he's chain d up 
like a Maſtiff, and cannot ſtir unleſs he be let looſe. — You come 
to me to have your Fortune told — do you think, Madam, that 
I can anſwer you of my own Head? No, Madam, the Affairs of 
Women are ſo irregular, that nothing leſs than the Devil can 
give any account of em. Now to convince you of your Incre- 
dulity, II ſhow you a Tryal of my Skill. —— Here, you, Caco- 
demon del fuego, exert your Power, draw me this Lady's 


Name, the word Melinda in the proper Letters and Character of 


her own hand writing. Do it at three Motions, —— one, two, 
three — tis done —— Now, Madam, will you pleaſe to ſend 
your Maid to fetch it. 
Luc. I fetch it! the Devil fetch me if I do. 
Mel. My Name in my own Hand- writing! that wou'd be con- 
vincing indeed. a 
Kite. Sceing's believing, [ Goes to the Table, lifts up the Carpet. 


Here Tre, Tre, poor Tre, give me the Bone, Sirrah —— Oh! 


oh! the Devil, the Devil in good earneſt, my Hand, my Hand, 
the Devil, my Hand! | He puts his Hand under the Table, Plume 
[ ſteals to the other ſide of the Table and catches him by the Hand. 
[ Mel. and Luc. ſbriek, and run to a Corner of the Stage. 
Kite diſcovers Plume, and gets away his Hand.] A plague o' your 
Pincers, he has fixt his Nails in my very Fleſh. Oh! Madam, 
you put the Demon into ſuch a Paſſion with your Scruples, that 
it has almoſt coſt me my Hand. | 


| Mel. It has coſt us our Lives almoſt ——— but have you got ; 
the Name? | Kite. Got 


- 
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Kite. Got it! Ay, Madam, I have got it here — Fm ſure the 


"i Wood comes but there's your Name upon that ſquare piece 


— 


of Paper behold 
Mel. Tis wonderful —— My very Letters toa tittle, | 
Luc. Tis like your Hand, Madam, but not ſo like your Hand 
| neither, and now [ look nearer, tis not like your Hand at all. 

Kite. Here's a Chamber- maid now that will out- lie the Devil. 

Lic. Look e, Madam, they ſhan't impoſe upon us, People can't 
remember their Hands no more than they can their Faces Come 
Madam, let us be certain, write your Name upon this Paper — 
| [Takes out Paper and folds 11. then well compare the two Names. 

Kite. Any thing for your Satisfaction, Madam, here's 
Pen and Ink — Melinda writes, and Lucy holds the Paper. 

Luc. Let me ſee it, Madam, tis the ſame, the very ſame. ---- 
But Il ſecure one Copy for my own Affairs. [ Afede. 

Mel, This is Demonſtration. 

Kite. Tis ©, Madam, the word Demonſtration comes from 
Demon the Father of Lies. | 

Mel. Well, Doctor, Im convinc d; and now pray what ac- 
count can you give me of my future Fottune? 

Kite. Before the Sun has made one Courſe round this earthly 
Globe, your Fortune will be fixt for Happineſs or Miſery. 

Mel. What! ſo near the Criſis of my Fate 

Kite. Let me ſee about the Hour of Ten to Morrow Morn- 
ing you will be ſaluted by a Gentleman who will come to take his 
Leave of you, being deſign'd for Travel. His Intention of going 
abroad is ſudden, and the Occaſion a Woman. Your Fortune and 
his are like the Bullet and the Barrel, one runs plump into the to- 
ther —— in ſhort, if the Gentleman travels he will die abroad; 

py if he does you will die before he comes home. 
Mel. What ſort of Man is he? 

Kite, Madam, he is a fine Gentleman, and a Lover 
is, a Man of very good Senſe, and a very great F ool. 
Aſel. How is that poſſible, Doctor? 

Kite. Becauſe, Madam, becauſe it is ſo: A Woman's 
Reaſon is the beſt for a Man's being: a Fool. 

Mel. Ten a Clock you ſay. | 
- Kite. Ten, about the Hour of Tea drinking throughout the 


7 


that 


i x 
- Kin gdom. 


4 Mel Here, Doctor, t bin Maney. ] Lucy, have you any 
. n c. O! 
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Luc. O! Madam, a thouſand. : 

Kite. I muſt beg your Patience till another time, for expect 
more Company this Minute ; befides, I muſt diſcharge the Gen- 
tleman under the Table. — 

Luc. Pray, Sir, diſcharge us firſt. ; 
Kite. Tycho, wait on the Ladies down Stairs. [ Ex. Mel. and Luc. 
| Enter Plume and Worthy laughing. 

Kite. Ay, you may well laugh, Gentlemen, not all the Can 
non of the French Army cou'd have frighted me ſo much as that. {| 
ops you gave me under the Table. 


| 
lume. 1 think, Mr. Doctor, I out-conjur'd you that bout. 14 
' | 


> Kite, I was ſurpriz d, for I ſhou'd not have taken a Captain 
for a Conjurer. | | | 

Plume. No more than I ſhou'd a Serjeant for a Wit. | 

Kite. Mr. Worthy, you were pleas'd to wiſh me Joy to Day, I 
hope to be able to return the Complement to Morrow. | 

Wor. I'll make it the beſt Complement to you that you ever . 
made in your Life, if you do; but I muſt be a Traveller youſay > _ 
Kite. No farther than the Chops of the Channel, I pre- | 

fume, Sir. | 0 

Plume. That we have concerted already. [ Knocking hard.) Hey | 
day! you don't profeſs Midwitry, Doctor? 

Kite. Away to your Ambuſcade. [EExeunt Pl. and Wor. 

Enter Brazen, 5 | 

Brax. Your Servant, Servant, my dear. 

Kite. Stand off ———T have my Familiar already. 

Brax. Are you bewutch'd, my dear? 

Kite. Yes, my dear, but mine is a peaceable Spirit, and hates 
Gunpowder thus I fortify my ſelf, | Draws a Circle round him.] 
and now, Captain, have a care how you force my Lines. 
Braz. Lines! what doſt talk of Lines? You have ſomething, 
luke a Fiſhing Rod there, indeed; but I come to be acquainted 
with you, Man what's your Name, my dear ? 

Cite. Conumarum. 

Braz. Conundrum ! rat me, I know a famous Doctor in London 
of your Name, where were you born? 

Kite. I was born in Algebra. 80 85 
Brax. Algebra ! 'Fis no Country in Chriſtendom Im 
fure, unleſs it be ſome pititutPlace in the Highlands of Scotland. 
Kite. Right! I told you I was bewitch'd. | 

OLE. 2 Brax. Soy 
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Brax. So am I, my dear, I'm going to be marry'd, — I've 
had two Letters from a Lady of Fortune that Loves me to Mad- 
neſs, Fits, Chollick, Spleen, and Vapours —— Shall I marry 

E- her in four and twenty Hours, ay or no? 
1 Kite. I muſt have the Year and Day « o'th' Month when theſe 
| Letters were dated. | 
Braz. Why, you old Bitch, did you ever hear of Love Letters 
dated with the Year and Day o'th' Month, do you think Billets 
Dieu are like Bank Bills? 
* Kite. They are not ſo good — 
1ͤ muſt examine the Contents. [OY | 
Braz. Contents, that you ſhall, old Boy, here they be both. : * : 
| Kite. Only the laſt you receiv'd, if you pleaſe. [ Takes the Letter. 2 
Now Sir, if you pleaſe to let me conſult my Books for a Minute, 
Il ſend this Letter inclos d to you with the Determination of the 
© + Stars upon it to your Lodgings. 
Brax. With all my Heart —I muſt give bim Pu- his Hand 
| "xs Pocket.| Algebra! I fancy, Doctor, tis hard to calculate the 
j Place of your Nativity Here [Gives him Money.) and if 
I facceed, I'll build a Watch- Tower upon the top of the higheſt p 
| Mountain in Wales for the Study of Aſtrology, and the Benefit 3 
1 of Conundl rum. Enter Plume and Worthy. [Exit. 
1 Mor. Ol Door, that Letter's worth a Million, let me ſee i it — 


but if they bear no Date, 


> and now I have it, Im afraid to open it. 
Plume. Pho, let me ſee it, Opening the Letter. if he be a Jilt— 
Damn her, ſhe i is one - —— there's her Name at the bottom on't. 
1 Wor. How ! —— then I will travel in 2 — —=by all 
my hopes, tis Lucy s Hand. | 
[ | Plume. Lucys ! 1 7 - 
hor. Certainly, tis no more like Melindas Charatte 1 
black is to white. 
f Plume. Then tis certainly Lucy s Contrivance to draw in Ba- 
zen for a Husband — but are you ſure tis not Melinda's Hand? 
' _  FVor. You ſhall ſee, where's the bit of Paper 1 gave you _ 
no that the Devil writ Melinda upon. | 
| Kite. Here, Sir. | | 1 - 
Plume. Tis plain, they're not the ſame ;z and is this the m ma- | 
licious Name that was ſubſcrib'd to the Letter which made Mr. Bal- 
lance ſend his Daughter into the Country? 
_ Wore, The very lame, the other F TRI I how d you juſt 
now, 
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now, Tonce intended i it for anothe 
it now to better Advantage. 

Plume. But twas barbarous to conceal this ſo long, and to con- 
tinue me ſo many Hours in the pernicious Hereſie of believing 
that angelick Creature cou'd change r Silvia. 

Wor. Rich Silvia, you mean, aud poor Captain ha, ha, 
ha; come, come, Friend, Melinda is true, and ſhall be mine; 
Silvia is conſtant, and may be yours, 


"A but I think | have turn 'd 


Plume. No, ſhe's above my Hopes —— but for her ſake 1 


recant my Opinion of her Sex. 
| By ſome the Sex is blam 'd without Deſien, 5 
ts ht harmleſs Cenſure, ſuch as yours and mint, 3 
| allies of Wit, and Vapours of our Wine. 
Others the Tuſtice of of the Sex condemn, | 
And wanting Merit to create Eſteem, BS 
Wou'd | hide their own Defect. by cent ring then 
But they ſecure i in their all conqu ring Charms © 
Laugh at the vain Efforts of falſe Alarms, 
Hie — their Conqueſt who complains, 
| For none wou d ſtruggle were they not in Chains. 
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"ACT V. 


8 0 E N VE, an Ber Oh wh with a Perrywig, Hat * 
Sword upon the Table. * | 


_— (. 


"Entes Silvia f in ber Niche Gl 


Have reſted but * and I believe my Bedfellow 
was as little pleas d; N here ſhe Nh _ 
Erber Role. 


82.1 


Good morrow, my dear, how d'ye this Morning > 


Roſe. Juſt as I was laſt Night, neither better nor worſe for you. 


Sil. What's, the matter? did you not like your Bedfellow ? 
Roſe. I don't know whether I had a Bedfellow or not. 


Sil. Did not! lye with you? | 
155 No I wonder you cou'd have the Conſcience to 
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Sil. 1 have ava thee from Ruin, Child ; don't be melancho- 
ly, I can give you as many fine things as the Captain can. 

Roſe. But you can't I'm ſure. [Knocking at the Door. 
Sil. Odſo! my Accoutrements, [Puts, on her Perrimig, Hat and 
| Sword: Who's at the Door? 

Without. Open the Door, or well break it down. 

Sl. Patience a little [Opens the Door. 

Enter Conſtabl e and Mob. 
Con. We bave um, we have um, the Duck and the Mallard 
| both i in the Decoy. 
Sil. What means this Riot? Stand off [Draws.} the Man dies 
that comes within reach of my Point. 

Con. That is not the Point, Maſter, put up your Sword or I 
mall knock you down; and ſo I command the Queen's Peace. 
Sil. You are ſome Blockhead of a Conſtable. 0 6s 
Con. Lam ſo, and have a Warrant to apprehend the Bodies of 
you and your Whore there. 
"Roſe. Whore! never was poor Woman fo abus d. 

Enter Bullock unbutton d. 
Ball. What's matter now? —O! Mr. Bridewetl, what brings 


you abroad fo early? 5 
Con. This, Sir [ Lays bold of Bullock J you're the Dm : 


Prifoner. 
Bull. Wauns, you lye, Sir, I'm the Queen's Soldier. 
Com. No matter for that, you fhall go before Juſtice 3 


Sil. Balance]! tis what! wanted —— Here, Mr. Conſtable, 


I reſign my Sword. | 
Roſe. Can't you carry us beige the 3 Mr. Bridewell. 


Con. Captain |: ba'n't you got your ** full of Captains yet? 
Come, come, make way there. [Excunt.. 


8 CEN E, Juſtice Ballance's Hae 


_ Ballance and Scale. 


Seals. I fay tis not to be born Mr. Ballance. © i 

Ball. Look e, Mr. Scale, for my own part I ſhall be ar reader 
in what regards the Officers of the Armyz,: they expoſe their Lives 

to ſo many Dangers for us Abroad, that we gay give. chem i ſome 


- Grains of Allowance at Home. 


*. Allowance ! TU poor Girl's 8 Father k. Is. wy "Feats. and 
if 
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if I miſtake not, her Mother nurſt a Child for you; ſhall they 
debauch our Daughters to our Faces ? | . 
Ball. Conſider, Mr. Scale, that were it not for the Bravery of 
theſe Officers we ſhou'd have French Dragoons among us, that 
wou'd leave us neither Liberty, Property, Wife, nor Daughter, — 
Come, Mr. Scale, the Gentlemen are vigorous and warm, and may 
they continue ſo; the ſame Heat that ſtirs them up to Love, ſpurs 
them on to Battel: You never knew a great General in your Life 
that did not love a Whore — this I only ſpeak in reference to 
Captain Plume, for the other Spark I know nothing of. 
Scale. Nor can I hear of any body that do- O l here they come. 
Enter Sil. Bul. Roſe Priſoners, Conſtable and Mob. 

Con. May it pleaſe your Worſhips, we tookthem in the very Act, 
re infecta, Sir; the Gentleman indeed behay'd himſelf like a Gen- 
tleman, for he drew his Sword and ſwore, and afterwards laid it 
down and ſaid nothing. | 

Ball. Give the Gentleman his Sword again —— wait you with- 
out. [Ex. Cont. &c. ] Im ſorry, Sir, [To Silvia. ] to know a Gentle» 
man upon ſuch Terms, that the occaſion of our meeting ſhou'd 

revent the Satisfaction of an Acquaintance. 

Sil. Sir, you need make no Apology for your Warrant, no more 
than I ſhall do for my Behaviour. My Innocence is upon an 
equal Foot with your Authority, | t 

Scale. Innocence] have you not ſeduc'd that young Maid? 

Sil. No, Mr. Gooſe-Cap, ſhe ſeduc'd me. 

Bull. So ſhe did I'll ſwear, — for ſhe propos'd Marriage firſt. 

Ball. What! then you're marry'd, Child? - [Tp Roſe, 
RNeuſe. Les, Sir, to my Sorrow. 1 . 
Ball. Who was Witness??? 

Bull. That was I — I danc'd, threw the Stocking, and ſpoke 
Jokes by their Bed fide I'm ſure. WO 

Ball. Who was the Miniſter ?  _ A 
Bull. Miniſter! we are Soldiers, and want no Miniſters — 
they were marry d by the Articles of War. 

Ball. Hold thy prating, Fool; your Appearance, Sir, pro- 
miſes ſome Underſtanding, pray, what does this Fellow mean ? 

Sl. He means Marriage, I think, — but that, you know, is ſo 
odd a thing, that hardly any two People under the Sun agree in 
the Ceremony; ſome make it a Sacrament, others a Convenience, 
and others make it a Jeſt ; but among mon tis moſt Sacred, 
314 . 2 our 
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our Swoud, you know, is our Honour, that we lay down, the 
Hero jumps over it firſt, and the Amazon after leap Rogue, 
follow Whore, the Drum beats a Ruff, and ſo to Bed; that's fall, 
the Ceremony is conciſe. 

* Ball. And the prettieſt Ceremony, 0 full of Paſtime and po- 
ality —— | 
8.% What! are you a Soldier F967 S771 
Bull. Ay, that I am — Will your Worſhip lend me e your Cane, | 
and Ill ſhow you bow I can exercife. | 
Ball. Take it [Strikes him over the Head.) Pray, Sir, what bm. 
| miſhon may you bear ? [To Silvia. 

Sil. Tm call'd Captain, Sir, by all the Coffee-men, Drawers, 
Whores and Groom Porters in London, for I wear a red Coat, a 
a Sword bien tronſſee, a Martial Twilt in my Cravat, a fierce Knot 
in my Perriwig, a Cane upon my Button; Picket in Rang _ 
and Dice in my Pocket. 

Scale. Your Name, pray Sir. | 

Si. Captain Pinch; I cock my Hat with a Pinch, [take Snuff 
with a Pinch, pay my Whores with a Pinch; in ſhort, I can * 
any thing ata Pinch, but fight and fill my Bell y. 

Ball. And pray, Sir, what brought you into Shropſhire 2 2 
S'. A Pinch, Sir, F knew that you Country Gentlemen want 

nr and you know that we Tom Gentlemen want $05 006 and 


Ball. | underſtand yn, Sits! hide, Conſtable 
Enter Conſtable. Fil R Matl 
Take this Gentleman into Cuſtody till farther Orders. WA 
Roſe. Pray your Worſhip, don t be uncivil to him, for he did 
me no Hurt, he's che moſt harmleſs rA the Well, for all 
he talks ſo. | | 
Scale. Come, come, Child, ru take care of w 
Sil. What, Gentlemen, rob me of my Freedom and' q my wife 
at once | tis the firſt time they ever went together: 
Ball. Heark'e, Conſtable —— Whiſpers 15 Conſtable; 
Con. le ſhall be done. Sir, Come alo 48 ry I 
| Exennt 92 Bull. ard Sits 

Ret, Come, Mr. Seal, wel manage the Spark preſently. 

| | ren — and Scalo. 
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| SC ENE changes to Melinda's Apartment. 
Melinda and Worthy. 


Nel. 80 far the prediction is right, tis ten exactly; [Afde.} 
and pray, Sir, how long have you been in this travelling Hu- 
mour? 

Wor. Tis natural, Madam, for us to avoid what diſturbs our 
Quiet. 

Mel. Rather the Love of Change, which is more natural, 
may be the Occaſion of it, 

Wor. To be ſure, Madam, there muſt be Charms in Variety, 
elſe neither you nor I ſhou'd be ſo fond of it. 


Mel. You miftake, Mr. Worthy, I am not fo fond of Variety, 


as to travel for it; nor do I think it Prudence in you to run 


your (elf into a certain Expence and Danger, in hopes of preca- 


rious Pleaſures, which at beſt never anſwer Expectation, as tis 

evident from the Example of moſt Travellers, that long more to 

return to their own Country than they did to go abroad, 
Wor. What Pleaſures I may receiye abroad are indeed uncer- 


tain; but this I am ſure of, I ſhall meet with leſs Cruelty among 


the moſt barbarous Nations, than I have found at home. 


Mel. Come, Sir, you and I have been jangling a great while | 


— | fancy if we made up our Accounts, we ſhou'd the ſooner 
come to an Agreement. 

Mor. Sure, Madam, you won't diſpute your being in my 
Debt——My Fears, Sighs, Vows, Promiſes, Aſſiduities, Anxie- 
ties, Jealoufies, have run on. for a whole Lear, without any 


ö N , 


Mel. AYear! O Mr. Worthy, what you owe to me is not to 


be paid under a ſeven Years Servitudez how did you uſe me the 
Year before, when taking the Advanfage of. my Innocence, and 
Neceſſity, you wou'd have made me your Miſtreſs, that is, your 
Slave Remember the wicked Inũnuations, artful Baits, de- 
ceitful Arguments, cunning pretences ʒ then your impudent Be- 
haviour, looſe Expreſſions, familiar Letters, Tude. Vilits, ro- 


member thoſe, thoſe Mr. Worthy.. 
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[date] But you may remember, Madam g | ad 3 
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Mel. Sir, Ill remember nothing, tis your Intereſt that I ſhon'd | 
forget; you have been barbarous to me, I have been eruel to you 
Hut that and that together, and let one balance the other 
Now if you will begin upon a new Score, lay aſide your adven- 
tering Airs, and behave your ſelf handſomly till Lent be over 
—Here's my hand, I'll uſe you as a Gentlemen ſhou'd be. 
Wor. And if I dont uſe you as a Gentlewoman ſhou'd be, 
may this be my Poyſon. [Xii i 2 her Hand: A 
| Enter Servant. 

Ser. Madam, the Coach is at the Door. 

Mel. l'm going to Mr. Ballance's Country-bouſe to ſee my 
Colin Silvie, I have done her an Injury, and can't be eaſie til I 
have ask d her Pardon. 

Hor. dare not hope for the Honour of waiting on you. 

- Mel. My Coach is full, but if you will be ſo Gallant as to 
mount your own Horſes and follow us, we ſhall be glad to be 
- overtaken z and if you” bring Captain Plume with you, We 


Chant have the worſe Reception 
; Hor. III endea\ vour it. [Exit Wortby leading Melinda. | 


8 0 EN E- The Market-Place. 


S Plume and Kite. 


Se, ns A Baker, a Taylor, a Smith, and a Dotctber el believe 
* fixſt Colony planted at Virginia bad not more Trades in their 


fs Company than I have in mine. 


Kite. The Butcher, Sir, will have his barids full; for we 
have two Sheep- .ſtealers among us l hear of a Fellow 1 tO com- 
mitted juſt now for ſtealing of Horſes. 76 
Plume. We'll diſpoſe of him among the Dragoons — Have 
we never a Poulterer among us? 

Witte. Yes, Sir, the King of the Gypfics is a very good one, he 
bas an excellent hand at a Gooſe, or a Turkey; here's Captain 
. 1 muſt go look after the Men. _ 
- ',_  Exter Brazen, reading a Letter. ies 

N. Um, um, um, the Canonical Hour Um, um. ny 


well My dear Plume ! Give me a Buſs. 
Plame, Halt a ſcore, if you will, my Dear; what haſt got in 


thy hand, Child a 
| SOR 3 Bran. 


— 


' 
VV 


Architecture; ſhall 1 build a Privateer or a Play- houſe? 


Brax. But, you know, a Privateer may ſpring a Leak. 


Brax. Preſently, we're to meet about half 2Mile out of Town 


wear my Mask till after the Ceremony, which will make me ever 
| yours—Look' e there, . dear Dog 


3 more, if you. pleaſe, my. Dear; * 
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n 'Tis a Project for laying out a thouſand Pound. 

Plume. Were it not requiſite to project firſt how to get it in? 

Brax. You can't imagine, my Dear, that I want twenty thou- 
ſand Pound; I have ſpent twenty times as much in the Service 
Now, my Dear, pray adviſe me, my Head runs much upon 


Plume. An ode Queſtion A Privateer or a Play-houſe! Twill 
require ſome Conſideration— Faith, I'm for a Privateer. 
Brax. I'm not of your Opinion, my Dear For in the- 
firſt place a Privateer may be ill built. | 
Plume. And fo may a Play-houſe. 
Braz. But a Privateer may be ill mann d. 
Plume. And ſo may a Play-houſe. 
Brax. But a Privateer may run upon the Shallows. 
Plume. Not ſo often as a Play-houſe. 


Plume. And 1 know that a play- houſe may ſpring a great many. 

Braz. But fuppoſe the Privateer come home with a rich Boo- 
ty, we ſhou'd never agree about our Shares. 

Plunre. Tis juſt ſo in a Play-houſe——So by my Advice, you: | 


mall fix upon the Privateer. 
Bra. Agreed—Put if this twenty thouſand ſhou d not bei in 


Specie 
Plume. What twenty thouſand > 
Braz. Heark e | 122 


Plume. Marry d 


at the Water- ide And ſo forth ¶ Read i.] For fear I ſhou'd be 
known by any of Worthy's Friends, you muſt give me leave to 


— — — 


- [Shows the bottoms of the Letter to Plume. 


Plume. Melinda / And by this Light, 2 own hand Once 
band We 1 8 ee 


you ſay ? | 


Brax. This Minute 1 muſt be gone. H vas N 
Plume. Have a little Patience, and Ill go with yon. : 
"*/Braz. No, no, I fee a Gentleman coming this way/ char max 


be inquiſitive ; cis Worthy, doyou know bim? 0. 
, Fluue. V fight only. Whit , F 1m 1 ns Joy FS | 
| | . Fax. 
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; Bf. Have a care, the very Eyes diſcover Secrets. [Bei 


OJ Emer 'Worthy. 
" Wor To boot, and ſaddle, Captain, you muſt mount. 
Plume. Whip and ſpur, Worthy, or you won't mount. 


Wor. But 1 ſhall, Melinda and I are agreed, ſhe is gone to 


viſit Silvia; we are to mount and follow, and cou'd we carry a 
\ Parſon with us, who knows what might be done for us both? 
Plume. Don't trouble your Head, Melinda has ſecur d a Par- 


ſon already. 


Wor. Already! Do you know more than !? 178 
Plume. Yes, I ſaw it under her hand—Brazez and ſhe are to 


meet half a Mile hence at the Water - ſide, there to take Boat, I - 


ſuppoſe to be ferry d over to the Elifi ran Fields, if there be any 


ſuch thing in Matrimony. 


Wor. I parted with Melinda jaſt r now, he «Forde ſhe hated 
Brazen; and tliat ſhe reſolv'd to diſcard Lacy for doriag to write 


: Letters to bim in her Name. . 


Plume. Nay,” nay, there's . of Lay i in this—1 tell 
yel ſaw Melinda's hand as ſurely as this is mine. 
Mor. But I tell you, the s gone this Minute to Jaitice B. luer 5 


Country Houſe, 


Plume. But 1 tell you; ſhe's gone this Minute to the Water 
gde. a Her « Servant, © | 
Sir, [To Worth %.] Madam Melinda has ſent word that you 


e trouble * your ſelf to follow her; becauſe. her — 
0 Juſtice Ballances is put off, and ſhe's 2990 to duns we Air 


another way.” E 44 664-211? SW yn r 
Mor. How! Her Journcy put of b f EE Le bn 


- 01 _ That is her Journey was a 180 to you. a 


a8) 


Tis plain, plain — But how, where, when ac 


+3; 


* Pfade. Juſt now. I tell von, half 2 Mile hence at the U 
er ſide. N 7932 da. . Kiel ve _ \ Ahn ly. en 
eckig es don the Water Na: 1 1 la q 0G! N Sm 
Plume. That 1 don't know. | 992 A 10 
Mer. Tm glad my Horſes are ready——Jeck, get * 1 
_ Plume, Shall 1 go with you? NIB 311 FM -: 
Mr. Not 2 ſball return preſently. n | 
Plame. Tou II find meat. the Hall, the ite are At i 2 
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 - . SCENE, 2 Gurt of Juſtice, Ballance, Scale, Scruple, upon the Bench. 
mY | | 2 Conſtable, Kite, Mob. | 
| Kite and Conſtable advance to the Front of the Stage. 
Kite. Pray, who are thoſe honourable Gentlemen upon the Bench ? 
| Conft. He in the middle is Juſtice Ballance, he on the Right is Juſtice... 
Scale, and he on the Left is Juſtice Scruple, and Iam Mr. Conſtable, four 
HEY honeſt Gentlemen. | = 
; Kite. O dear Sir, Fm your moſt obedient Servant, [ Sa/uting the Con- 
"Og Hable.] I fancy, Sir, that your Employment and mine are much the ſame, 
for my Buſineſs is to keep People in order, and if they diſobey, to knock. 
em down; and then we're both Staff-Officers. LO 
| Conft. Nay, I'm a Serjeant my ſelf Of the Militia——-Come, Bro- 
E „ ther, you ſhall ſee me exerciſe——Suppoſe this a Muſquet now, | He- | 
"+, puts h Staff on bis Right Shoulder. |. Now Em ſhoulder d. | 
Kite. Ay, you're ſhoulder'd pretty well for a Conſtable's Staff, but for - 
A2 Muſquet you muſt put it on rother Shoulder, my Dear. $8 
Conſt. Adio, that's true. Come, now give the Word o Command... 
Kine. Silence. © | | WE 
Conſt. Ay, ay, fo we will, —— We wilt be filent. 
Nite. Silence, you Dog, Silence—— 1 
_ bn Strikes him over the Head with his Halberd. © 
/Comft. That's the way to ſilence a Man with a witneſs What d'ye 
mean, Friend? 5 8 2 5 
Td Kite. Only to exerciſe you, Sir. | . 
| Conſt. Your Exerciſe differs ſo from ours, that we ſhall ne'er agree 
about it; if my own Captain had given. me fuch a Rap Thad taken the | 
Law-of him, Enter Plume. f 
Ball. Captain, you're welcome. f | 
Plume. Gentlemen, I thank'e. © - _ = 
Scr. Come, honeſt Captain, fir by me, [Plume aſcends, and fits upon fil 
#be Bench.| Now produce your Priſoners Here, that Fellow there, K 
„Set him up- Mr. Conſtable, what have you to ſay againſt this Man? [i 
' Conſt. I have nothing to ſay againſt him, an't pleaſe ye. " 
Ball. No] What made you bring him hither? | 
Conft. I don't know, an't pleaſe your Worlhip. © 
Scr. Did not the Contents of your Warrant direct you what fort of _ - | 
Men to take up? SH « | 
Conſt. I can't tell, an't pleaſe ye; I can't read. iy Hy 
Scr. A very pretty Conſtable rruly ! I find we have no Buſineſs here. 
Kite. May it pleaſe the Worſhipful Bench, I deſire to be heard in 
this Caſe, as being Counſel for the Queen. | 
75 Ball. Come, Serjeant, you ſhall be heard, fince no body elſe will ſpeaks; © 
we won't come here for nothing | | 0 
Kite. This Man is but one Man, the Country may ſpare him, and te 
Army wants him, befides hg's cut out by Nature for a Granadeer, he's. 
| "tive Foot ten Inches high, he ſhall Box, Wreſtle, or dance the Cheſhire 


q 
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Bound with any Man in the County, he gets drunk. every Sabbath Day. 

and he beats his Wife. 

IVife. You lie, Sirrah, you lie anꝰt pleaſe your Worſhip, he's the beſt 
natut'd pains: taking Man in the Pariſh, witneſs my five poor Child ren. 
Scr. A Wife and five Children! you Conſtable, you Rogue, how dur! 
you Impreſs a Man that has a Wife and five Children? 5 

Scale. Diſcharge him, diſcharge him. | 

Ball. Hold, Gentlemer=—Hark'e „Friend, how do you maintain 
your Wife and Children? 

" Plume. They live upon Wild Fowl and Veniſon, Sir, the Husband keeps 
a Gun, and kills all the Hates and Partridges within five Miles round. | 
Bull. A Gun! Nay, if he be ſo good ar Gunning he ſhall have enough _ 
le may be ot uſeagainlt the French, for he ſhoots flying to beſure. — 
Scr. But his Wife and Children, Mr. Ballarice. | 

Wife. Av, ay, that's the Reaſon you wou'dWend him away—You know 
I have a Child every Year, and you re afraid they ſhould come upon the 
Pariſh ar laſt, - 

Plume. -Look's there, Gentlemen, the honeſt Woman has ſpoke it at 
once, the Pariſh had better maintain five Children this Year- than fix or 
{ven the next; that Fellow upon his high feeding may get you two or 
three Beggars at a Birth. - | 

Wife. Look'e, Mr. Captain, the Pariſh ſhall get nothing by ſending 
him away, for I won' t looſe my Teeming-Time if there be a Man left i in 


-ON': 


the Pariſh. 85 
Ball. Send that W oman to the Houſe of l the Man 
Kite. Tl take care o him, if you pleaſe. [ Takes the Man down, 


Scale. Here, you Conſtable, the next Set up that black-fac'd Fellow, 
he has 2 Gun. powder Look, what can you ſay againſt this Man, Conſtable: > 
Conſt. Nothing, but that he's a very honeſt Man. 
Plane. Pray, Gentlemen, let me have one honeſt Man in my Compa- 
ny for the Novelty's ſake. _ 2 = 
Ball. What are you, Friend? | 8 4 f 
Mob. A Collier, I work in the Colepits. | 
Scr. Look'e, Gentlemen, this Fellow has a Trade, and the AQ of 
Parliament hots expreſſes, that we are to n no Man that has any 
| viſible means of a Livelihood. 
Kite. May it pleaſe your Worſhips, this Man has no viſible means of 
a Livelihood, for he works under-ground. - 
Plume. Well ſaid Kite——Befides, the Army wants Miners. 
Ball. Right! and had wean Order of Government for't, we cou'd raiſe 
you in this and the neighbouring County of Stafford five hundred Colliers 
- that wou'd run you under-ground like Moles, and do more Service in a 
Siege than all the Miners in the Army. : : 

Ser. Well, Friend, what have you to ſay for your ſelf? 
Mob. I'm Marry d. | | 
— ite. Lack a-day, foam]. . 5 Er? 1 
"Mob. Here's my 528 pore Woman. . | 
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Ball. Are you marry'd, good Woman? | 
om. Tm marry d in Conſcience. N 
Kite. May it pleaſe your Worſhip, ſhe's with Child in Conſcience. 
Scale, Who marry'd you, Miſtreſs? 
om. My Husband—We agrecd that I ſhou'd call him Husband to 
avoid paſſing for a Whore, and that he ſhou'd call me Wife io ſhun go- 
ing for a Soldier. | a 1 < 
Scr.. A very pretty Couple—Pray, Captain, will you take 'em both— 
Plume. What ſay you, Mr. Kite Will you take care of the Woman? 


Kite. Yes, Sir, {he ſhall go with us to the Sea fide, and there if ſhe 


has a mind to drown her ſelf, we'll take care that no Body thall hinder her. 
Ball. Here, Conſtable, bring in my Man [ Ex: Conſtable.] Now Cap- 
tain, I'll fit you with a Man, ſuch as you neer liſted in your Life. Enter 


Conf. and Silvia, ] O my Friend-Pizch—I'm very glad to fee you. 


Silo. Well Sir, and what then? 

Scale. What then! Is that your ReſpeR to the Bench? J 

Silu. Sir, I don't care a Farthing for you nor your Bench neither. 

Scr. Look'e, Gentlemen, thats enough, he's a very impudent Fellow, 


and fit for a Soldier. 


Scale. A notorious Rogue, I ſay, and very ſit for a Soldier. 
Conſt. A Whoremaſter, I fav, and therefore fit to go. 

Ball. What think you, Captain? | 
Plume. | think he's a very pretty Fellow, and therefore fit to ſerve. 

Silv. Me for a Soldier! Send your own lazy lubberly Sons at home, 
Fellows: that hazard their Necks every day in purſuit of a Fox, yet dare 
not peep abroad to look an Enemy in the Face. | | 
Conſt. May it pleaſe your Worthips, I have a Woman at the Door to 


ſwear a Rape againſt this Rogue. 


, Si/v. Is it your Wife or Daughter, Booby? I raviſl'd em both yeſter- 
dy. - : | A 8 
Ball. Pray, Captain, read the Articles of War, we'll ſee him liſted 


immediately. | Plume reads Articles eo War ogainft Mutiny and Deſertion. 


Sil. Hold, Sir—Once more, Gentlemen, have a care what you do, for 


* ſhall ſeverely ſmart for any Violence you offer to me, and you, 


Mr. Ballance, I {peak to you particularly, - you {hall heartily repent it. 


Plame. Look'ee, young Spark, ſay but one Word more and I] build 


a Horſe for you as high as the Ceiling, and make you ride the moſt tre- 
ſom Journey that ever you mad? in your Lite. - 
Silu. You have made a fine Speech, good Captain Hacaf . But you 
had better be quiet, I ſhall find a way to cool your Courage. | 
Plume. Pray, Gentlemen, don't mind him, he's diſtracted. 
Silu. Tis falle——I'm deſcended of as good a Family as any in your 


County; my Father is as good a Man as any upon your Bench, and I am 


Heir to twelve hundred Pound a Year. 


Bal. He's certainly mad, Pray, Captain, read the Articles of War, 
Sl. Hold, once more, — Pray, Mr. Ballance, to you I fpeak, lup® - 


poſe I were your Child, wou d you uſe me at this rate? 


_ 7 Ball, 
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Ball. No Faith, were you mine, I would ſend you to Bedlam firſt, 
and into the Army afterwards. | 9 8 
Silu. But confider, my Father, Sir, he's as good, as generous, as 


brave, as juſt a Man as ever ſerv'd his Country; I'm his only Child, 
perhaps the loſs of me may break his Heart. 7 ns 
Ball. He's a very great Fool if it does. Captain, if you don't lift 


him this Minute, III leave the Court. | 
Pl. Kite, do you diſtribute the Levy Money to the Men whilſt I read. 
Kite, Ay, Sir, Silence Gentlemen. | Plume reads the Articles of War. 
Ball. Very well; now, Captain, let me beg the Favour of you not to 
diſcharge this Fellow upon any account whatſoever. — Bring in the reft. 


Conſt." There are no more, an't pleaſe your Worſhip. 
Bail. No more! there were five two Hours ago. 


S./. "Tis true, Sir, but this Rogue of a Conſtable let the reft eſcape 
For a Bribe of eleven Shillings a Man, becauſe he ſaid wat the Act allows 


him but ten, ſo the odd Shilling was clear Gains. 
A iu. How! | ; 
Sv. Gentlemen, he offer'd to let me get away for two Guineas, but 
I had not ſo much about me.—This is Truth, and I'm ready to ſwear it. 
Kite, And I'll wear it, give me the Book, tis for the good of the 


Service. 


Mob, May it pleaſe your Worſhip, I gave him half a Crown to ſay 
that I was an honeſt Man, — and now/ that your Worſhips have made 


me a Rogue, I hope I ſhall have my Money again. 


Ball. *Tis my Opinion that this Corftable be put into the ( rain's 


Hands, and if his Friends don't bring four good Men for his Ranſom by 


to Morrow Night, — Captain, you ſhall carry him to Flanders, 
Scale, Scr. Agreed, agreed. - 5 
Plame, Mr. Kfte, take the Conſtable into Cuſtody. 
Kite, Ay, ay; Sir,. — [ To the Conſtable. | will you pleaſe to have your 


4 


N | Office taken from you, or will you handſomely lay down your Staff as 
your Betters have done before you. [The Conſtable drops bis Staff. 


Ball. Come, Gentlemen, there needs no great Ceremony in adjourning 


this Court; _—Caprain you ſhall dine with me. | 
Kite, Come Mr. Militia Serjeant , I ſhall filence you now I believe, 
Without your taking the Law of me. i [ Exeunt Om nes. 


SCENE changes to the Fields, Brazen leading in Lucy mas d. 

Braz. The Boat is juſt below here. | To. | 
Enter Worthy with a Caſe of Piſtols under bis Arm, parts Braz. and Lucy. 

Worth, Here, Sir, take your Choice. [ Ofering the Piſtols, 

Bras. What! Piſtols! are they charg'd, my dear? 

Wor. With a brace of Bullets each. 


Brag. Bur Fm a Foot Officer, my dear, and never uſe Piſtols, the 
r is my way, and I won't be put out of my Road to plefe any 
Man. 3 | | 


Wor. Nor 
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poſe they had been lodg'd in my Gizzard now? 


Captain Plame that I beg to ſpeak with him. 
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mor. Nor! neither, ſo have at you. * [Cocks one Piſtob 


Braz. Look'e, my dear, I do not care for Piſtols; pray oblige me 
and let us have a bout at Sharps, dam't there's no parrying theſe Bullets. 

Wor. Sir, if you han't your Belly full of theſe, the Swords ſhall come 
in for Second Courſe. # ; 

Braz. Why then Fire and Fury! I have eaten Smoak from the Mouth 
of a Cannon; Sir, don't think I fear Powder, for I live upon't; ler 
me ſee, | Takes a Piſtol] and now, Sir, how. many paces diſtant (hall 
we fire? 

- Wor. Fire you when you pleaſe, I'll reſerve my ſhot till I be ſure of you. 
Braz. Come, where's your Cloak ? 
Wor. Cloak! what d'ye mean? 
Braz. To fight upon, I always fight upon a Cloak, tis our way abroad. 
Lucia, Come, Gentlemen, I'll end the Strife. | Pulls off ber Mask. 

Wor. Lucy! take her. | 

Braz. The Devil take me if I do — Huzza, [fires his Piſtol.) dye 

hear, d'ye hear, you plaguy Harrydan, how thoſe Bullets whiſtle, ſur- 


o 


Lucia, Pray, Sir, pardon me. | 
Braz. I can't tell, Child, till I know whether my Money be fafe; 


{Searching has Pockets. | Yes, yes, I do pardon you,—bur if I had you in 


the Roſe Tavern, Covent Garden, with three or four hearty Rakes, and 


_ three or four ſmart Napkins, I would tell you another Story, my dear. [ Ex. 


Wor. And was Melinda privy to this? 
Lucia, No, Sir, ſhe wrote her Name upon a piece of Paper at the 


Fortune: tellers laſt Night, which I put in my Pocket, and ſo writ above 


it to the Captain. 
or. And how came Melinda's Journey put off? , 
Lucia, At the Towns end ſhe met Mr. Ballances Steward, who told 


her that Mrs. $:/via was gone from her Father's, and no hody could tell 


whither. | 
, Wor. Silvia gone from her Fathers! this will be News to Plume. Go 


home, and tell your Lady how near I was being ſhot for her. Excunt. 


Enter Ballance with a Napkin in his Hand as riſen from Dinner, 
. _ talking with his Steward. 
Stew, We did not mils her till the Evening, Sir, and then ſearching 


for her in the Chamber that was my young Maſter's, we found her 


Cloaths there, but the Suit that your Son left in the Preſs when he went 
to London, was gone. | f 

Bal. The white, trimm'd with Silver! 

Stew. The ſame. 

Ball. You han't told that Circumſtance to any body. 


Stew. To none but your Worſhip. 


Ball. And be ſure you don't. Go into the Dining Room, and tell 


Exit. 


ew, I ſhall. 
| Bal, Was 
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Bal. Was ever man ſo impos'd upon? I had her Promiſe indeed that. ſhe 
. ſhou'd never diſpoſe of herſelf without my Conſent. —I have conſented 
with a Witneſs,” given her away as my Act and Deed and this, I war- 
rant, the Captain thinks will paſs; no, I ſhall never pardon him the Vil- 
N lany, firſt of robbing me of my Daughter, and then the mean Opinion 
he muſt have of me to th ink that I cou d be fo wretchedly impoſed upon; 
her extravagant Paſſion might encourage her in the Aitempr, bu t the 2 
trivance muſt be his — III know the Truth preſently, 
Enter Plume. + 
Pray, Captain, what have you done with your young Gentleman Souldier > 
Plume, He's at my Quarters, I ſuppoſe, with the reſt of my Men. 
Bal. Does he keep Company with the Common Souldiers? | 
Plume, No, r with me. A | 
Bal. He lies with you, I preſume. 
Plume, No, Faith — ks him parrof my Bed, but the young Rogue 
fell in love wich Ry/e, 4nd has layn with her, I thirk, firce he came to Town. 
Bal. So that between you both, Roſe bas been finely manag d. 
Plume, Upon my Honour, Sir, {he had no harm fromme. 
Bal. All's ſlate, Find Now Caprain, you muſt know that the young 
FPFellow's Impudence i in Court was well grounded; he faid that 1 ſhould 
. repent his being liſted, and Ido from my. Soul, A, 
Plume, Ay! for what reaſon ? | | 
Bal. Becauſe he is no leſs than what he ſaid * was, born of a8 good 
a Family as any in this County, and is Heir to twelve hundred pound a Year. 
Plume, I'm very glad to hear it, for I wanted but a Man of that Qua- 
lity to make my Coutpany a- Perfect * of the whole Com- 
mons of England. | 
Bal. Won't you Ae him? 
Plume, Not under a hundred Pound Sterling. | 
Ba You ſhall have it, for his Father is my intimate Friend. 
| Plume, Then you ſhalt have him for nothing. | 
Bal. Nay. Sir, you ſhall have your Price. | 
Plume, Nota Penny, Sir, 1 value an Obligation 10 you much above 'M 
Hundred Pound. | 
Bal. Ferhaps, Sir, you ſhan't repent your Generoſity. —Willy ou pleaſe | 
to write his Diſcharge | in my Pocket Book, [Gives his Book. In the mean 
time we'll ſend for the Gentleman. Who waits there 2 
/ Enter Servant. 
Go to the Captain's Lodgings, and inquire for Mt. Will, tel him his. 
Captain wants him here immediately. 
Ser. Sir, the Gentleman's below at the Door enquiring for the Captain. 
Plume; Bid him come up— here's the Diſcharge, Sir. —— 
Bal. Sir, I thank you — tis plain he had no hand in't. [ Aide, 
Enter Silvia. 
Sil. I think, Captain, you might have us d me better, than to leave me 
vonder among your ſwearing; drunken Crew; and you, Mi. Juſtice, might 
- have been 0 civil as to have invited me to Dinner, for l have eaten with 
28. goa Manas your NM . 
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| Plume, Sir, du muſt charge our want of Reſpect upon our Ignorance 
3% of your Quality — bur now you're at Liberty — I have diſcharged you. 
Sil. Diſctiarg'd me! | 
Ba/. Yes, Sir, and you muſt once more go home to your Father. 
1 S:/, My Father! then Pm diſcovered—OQ, Sir, | Knee/ing.] I expect no 
ardon. 2 ET 
Bat. Pardon! no, no, Child; your Crime ſhall be your. Puniſhment; 
here, Captain, I deliver her over to the conjugal Power for her Chaltiſe- 
ment; fince ſhe will be a Wile, be yon a Husband, a very Husband: 
- when ſhe tells you of her Love, upbraid her with her Folly, be modifhly 
| ungratetu], becauſe ſhe has been unfaſhionably kind; and ufe her worſe than 
vou wou'd any Body elſe, becauſe you can't uſe her ſo well as {ht deſerves. 
1 Plume, And are you Silvia in good earneſt ? 
5 Sil. Earneſt! I have gone too far to make it a Jeſt, Sir. 
Plume, And do you give her to me in good earnelt? 
Bal. If you pleaſe to take her, Sir. | | ; 
Plume, Why then I have ſavd my Legs and Arms, and loſt my Liberty, 
. ſecure from Wounds I'm prepar'd for the Gour, farewel Subſiſtence, and 
welcome. Taxes. — Sir, my Liberty and hopes of being a General are 
rh dearer to me than your twelve hundred Pound à Year, but to your 
Love, Madam, I reſign my Freedom, and to your Beauty, my Ambition; | 
greater in obeying at your Feet, than Commanding at the Head of an Army. | 
| Enter Worthy. _ + TIE 
Wor. Pm ſorry to hear, Mr. Ballance, that your Daughter is loſt. - 8 
Bal. So am not I, Sir, fince an honeſt Gentleman has found her. | | 
ES... E᷑nxter Melinda. 3 So | 
Mel. Pray, Mr. Ballance, what's become of my Couſin Silbia? "T3 
* - Bal. Your Coufin Silvia is talking yonder with your Couſin Plume. 
Mel. and Wor. how! | — i 
; Sil. Do you think it ſtrange,  Coufin, that a Woman ſhould change? 7 
But, I hope, you'll excuſe a Change that has proceeded from Conſtancy, ' |, 
I alter'd my Outſide, becauſe I was the fame within, and only laid by the. 
Woman to make ſure of my Man, that's my Hiſtory. - 
Mel. Your Hiſtory is a little romantick, Coufin, but ſince Succeſs has 
crown'd your Adventures you will have the World o'your fide, and I ſhall 
be willing to go with the Tide, provided you pardon an Injury I offer d 
* you in the Letter to your Father. : 
Plume, That Injury, Madam, was done to me, and the Reparation I 
B expect ſhall be made to my Friend, make Mr. Worthy happy, and 1 ſhall 
' be ſatisty'd, rs | / 
Mel. A good Example, Sir, will go a great way — when my Couſin is 
pleas d to ſurrender, tis probable, I ſhan'r hold out much longer. 
5 Enter Brazen. 
Bras. Gentlemen, I am yours, Madam, I am not yours. 
Mel. Tm glad on't, Sir. N | 
Braz. So am I—you have got a pretty Houſe here, Mr: Laconick. 1 
Bal. Tis time tô fight all Miſtakes — my Name, Sir, is Ballance. LEY 
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Braz. . Sir, Tm your moſt obedient. — I know your whole 


Generation, — had not you an Unkle that was Governour of the Loney 
Ilands ſome Vears ago? | 


Bal. Did you know him ? 


Bras. Intimately, Sir, he play d at Billiards to a miracle; you had a 


Brother too, that was Captain of a Fireſhip poor Dick, he had the 
moſt engaging way with him — of making Punch,—and then his Cabbin 
was ſo near— but kis Boy Zack was the moſt comical Baſtard, ha, ha, 


| ha, a pickled Dog, I ſhall never forget him. 


Plume, Well, Captain, are you fix d in your Project yet, are you ſtill 


for the Privateer? 


Bras. No, no, I had enough of a Privateer juſt now, I had like to 


_ have been pick'd up by a Cruiſer under falſe Colours, and a French 


Pickaroon for ought I know 
Plume, But have you got your Recruits, my Dear ? 


Era. Not a Stick, my Dear. 


Plume. Probably I al furniſh you. 
Enter Roſe and Bullock. 


Roß, Captain, Captain, I have got looſe once more, and * per- 

ſuaded my Sweetheart Cartwheel, to go with us, but you muſt ö * 

not to part with me . 
78 


Sil. Find Mis. Roe has not been pleasd with her Bedfellow. 
Neoſe, Bed fellow! I don't know whether I had a Bedfellow or not. 
Sil. Don't be in a Paſhon, Child, I was as little pleas d with your 


Company as you cou'd be with mine. 
Bal. Pray, Sir, dunna be offended at my Siſter, ſhe's ſometbing under- 


bred— but it you pleaſe I'H lye with you in her Read. 


Plume, I have promis'd, Madam, to provide for this Girl; now will > 
you be leas'd to ler her wait upon you, or ſhall I rake care of her. 
Sil. She ſhall be my Charge, Sir, you may find it Buſineſs enough to. 


take care of 'me. 


Bu. Ay, and of me, Captain, for wauns if ever you lift your Hand. 
nut me, Fll deſert. 
Pliume, Captain Brazen ſhall take care o that My Dear, inſtead of the 


twenty thouſand Pound you talk'd of, you ſhall have the twenty brave 
Recruits that I have rais d, at the rate they coſt me — my Commiſſion 


I lay down to be taken up by {ome braver Fellow, that has more Merit, 
and leſs good Fortune, whilſt I endeavour by the Example of this worthy 


Genitleman to ſerve my Queen and Country at home, SF 
ith ſome Regret I quit the actiue Field. 

Where Glory full reward for Life does yield, M6 N00 70 

But the Recraiting Trade with all its train, RO 

Of laſting Plague, Fatigue, and endleſs Pain, 

I gladly quit, with my fair Spouſe to fl ay, 


And raiſe Recruits the Matrimonial May. I 
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